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A GREAT MANY AMERICANS are becoming aware of a need to
perpetuate their cultural heritage. Efforts by early immigrants to
blend into American society created a melting pot, often without
emphasis on cultural traditions. Second, third, and fourth
generation Americans of Danish and other ethnic descent recently
have discovered an interest in their intellectual, cultural, and social
heritage and are determined, at least in part, to retain it.

DANISH AMERICANS have a unique opportunity to participate
in two cultures. Yet, because of a rapid blending into American
society, few enjoy the completeness of this dual heritage of Danish
and American traditions. Fortunately, however, many individuals
from the present generation have discovered that their interest in
Danish culture is shared by others.

DANISH AMERICANS should understand the significance of
preserving the history found in the records and art ifacts of Danish
immigrants. This history reflects the ideals, capabilities, and
traditions brought to the New World. Here it was blended with
contributions from immigrants of other nationalities into contemporary American life. It is important that Americans who have an
interest in the Danish cultural contribution to the United States
make an effort to preserve those customs and historical artifacts for
future generations.
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Vice President, Gerald Rasmussen, Junction City, Oregon
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Inquiries concerning membership in the Society and subscription to The Bridge should be sent to Egon Bodtker, 1132 Newport
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Editor, Donald K. Watkins, Department of Germanic
Languages and Literatures
University of Kansas, Lawrence KS 66045
Tel. (913) 864-4657
Associate and Book Review Editor, Arnold N. Bodtker
29672 Dane Lane, Junction City, OR 97448
Tel. (503) 998-6725
The Bridge is the semiannual publication of the Society. The
editors invite manuscripts dealing with all aspects of the Danish
immigrant experience in North America. Our goal is broad: it is to
promote the study of Danish- and Scandinavian-American history
and culture. All material which illuminates the lives of DanishAmerican individuals, groups, organizations, and communities, as
well as material dealing with themes in history and culture, will be
considered for publication. Please address submissions to the
Editor, Donald K. Watkins, and correspondence concerning book
reviews to the Book Review Editor, Arnold Bodtker. We have
frequently observed that many publications of interest to readers
(local histories, for example) are distributed on a small scale and
may escape the attention of the editors. We look forward to being
informed by readers of books and booklets which deserve
announcement and review in The Bridge.
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Scandinavia and the Prairie School:
Chicago Landscape Artist Jens Jensen
by J.R. CHRIST ANSON
The "prairie" was a powerful symbol in Chicago around the
tum of the present century. Louis Sullivan, Frank Lloyd Wright
and others used it to characterize a new type of architecture with
strong horizontal lines and free flowing interior spaces. 1 Poets like
Vachel Lindsay and Carl Sandburg sang the glories of a new breed
of prairie man and woman, growing like Abraham Lincoln out of
the environment of the American heartland. Among landscape
artists, Jens Jensen was the leading figure of the Prairie School. He
designed "prairie parks" for the city of Chicago, and landscapes
appropriate to the new "prairie house" estates of Wright and
Sullivan, taking as his materials the native plants and rocks of the
Midwestern prairie and woodland.
Jens Jensen's name is less well known today than that of some of
his contemporaries. Let me therefore review his background and
career before proceeding to an examination of the Scandinavian
dimensions of his life and work.
Jens Jensen was a Dane, born 1860 in the parish of Dybb0l in
South Jutland. At the age of four, he saw his home farm go up in
flames under Prussian attack. 2 Dybb0l parish, solidly Danish in
language and temperament, became a part of Bismarck's Prussia in
1864 and remained so until 1920. Jensen was sent to Denmark for
part of his schooling, but he served his military obligation in an
Imperial Guards regiment in Berlin. A tall, courtly individual, he
always retained something of the air of a guardsman.
In 1884, Jensen emigrated to America. The reason was not
-5-

economic or political but social. He came from the largest farm in
Oybb0l parish and he knew how to get along with the Prussian
authorities. The problem was that Jensen wanted to marry a girl
from the cottager class in Dybb0l village, and this his family would
not allow. Farmer's sons married within their own class. So Jensen
left all behind and emigrated to America, and so did Anne Marie
Hansen. They were married within days of their arrival in the new
land, and they lived happily ever after, raising their family of
children in Chicago. 3
The Jensens came to Chicago in 1886, when the largest
Scandinavian settlement in the city was around Milwaukee
Avenue. After a brief period of work in a soap factory, Jens Jensen
took a job as a day laborer in the West Side parks. By 1890, he was
superintendent of Union Park, and by 1894, of the much larger
Humboldt Park. The Humboldt Park area was still rather undeveloped at that time, but it was rapidly becoming the heart of a new
Scandinavian district of people who had earned enough money to
buy their own homes and move away from Milwaukee Avenue.
The Jensens themselves moved into the Humboldt
Park
neighborhood.
In 1900, Jensen was fired for refusing to accept short weights of
coal at the heating and power plant of Humboldt Park . He turned
to private practice, and he soon became the leading landscape artist
of the Prairie School of architecture.
Among many other
commissions, Jens Jensen landscaped Frank Lloyd Wright's famous
Coonley House in 1908, and in 1909, Louis Sullivan's Babson
House, both in Riverside.
During these same years, Jensen remained active in public
work, surveying and promoting the establishment of a Cook
County Forest Preserve. In this and other ways, he built strong
political alliances within the Progressive movement of the Republican party. This in tum brought him back into the park system in
1905 as superintendent and landscape architect of the whole West
Chicago Parks system with an unprecedented, multimillion dollar
budget raised by bond issues, and with a mandate for expansion
and reform. 4
During the next fifteen years until 1920, Jens Jensen achieved an
international reputation as landscape artist, social reformer and
urban planner. Part of his public accomplishment
was the
establishment of the first neighborhood parks in any American
city, beginning with Eckhart Park in 1908. In Garfield Park, he
built the huge conservatory with plantings to show the prairie at
-6-

D

•
LJNION

D

D
0

•

Q

,,

P~I(~

•
C1.

D

&\.

II

Jens Jensen's plan for the extension of the West Parks system of
Chicago to include extensive lands along the Chicago and Des
Plaines rivers as well as numerous neighborhood parks in addition
to the major named parks.
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various stages of evolution. In Humboldt and Columbus Parks, he
laid out great symbolic rivers, bluffs, woodlands and openings to
bring the spirit of the Illinois prairie into the heart of the city. He
even worked to establish a park around every public school in
Chicago to serve as centers of neighborhood community life and
thereby strengthen local democratic institutions. In 1918, Jensen
produced a plan to expand the West Parks system with parkways
and extensive forest lands along the Chicago and Des Plaines
rivers. His aim was to integrate the whole city of Chicago into the
great prairie environment that surround it. Jensen was also a leader
in the work to establish the state parks system of Illinois. He
wanted these parks not only to conserve native landscapes but also
to offer goals for excursions from the city. Besides his public work
in the Chicago area, Jensen designed parks for a number of other
cities and he landscaped the campus of one college, Luther College
in Decorah, Iowa.
Following the First World War, Jensen remained active as a
private landscape artist. He turned sixty in 1920. His home was
now in Wilmette, and his studio was nearby in Ravinia. Here he
trained a number of talented young draftsmen and landscapers,
and he received commissions from far and wide, though he worked
mainly in the Midwest. He designed the Grand Meadow at Henry
Ford's estate in Dearborn, Michigan, and a number of other places
for the Ford family. Architects, social reformers and urban
planners of this era remained generous in their praise of Jensen's
work, and he attracted disciples from abroad. In the late 'thirties,
when Frank Lloyd Wright was asked, "Why do you consider that
Chicago is going to be the most beautiful city in the world?" he
replied, "First of all because it has a generous park system, the
greatest on earth .... 5
Jensen's wife died towards the end of 1934, when Jens Jensen
himself was seventy-four. The following year, Jensen turned over
his office in Ravinia to his son-in-law and moved to Door County,
Wisconsin, not to retire but to start a school for landscape artists
which he called The Clearing. Here he remained and taught for the
rest of his life. Jens Jensen died in 1951 at the age of ninety-one. 6
Throughout his long and distinguished career in America, there
was always a strong Scandinavian element in the life and work of
Jens Jensen. Let me consider that element under four headings: his
personal life, his relationship to the Scandinavian American
community, the influence of his Scandinavian folk school
education upon his work, and finally, the influence of his childhood environment in Denmark upon his concepts of landscape .
- 8-

Jens Jensen's manners were typical of a well bred Scandinavian
of his generation. He was affable, courteous, spartan in his daily
habits - his breakfast, for example, was a typically Danish bowl
of oatmeal - fond of working with his hands, extremely hospitable, deferential to guests, and a perfect host at the dinner table.
Guests remarked on the cozy Scandinavian character of the Jensen
home in Chicago. A bust of Bj0rnstjerne Bj0rnson and a relief of
Henrik Ibsen were on display, and Jensen could quote their works
with telling effect. 7 He was fond in general of the Danish and
Norwegian literature of the nineteenth century, and he also
subscribed to Scandinavian American publications including Den
Danske Pioneer. Jensen's -home life, manners and literary interests
were broadly Scandinavian, or at least Dano-Norwegian, rather
than simply Danish. Of course, this was not uncommon in those
days, when the Danish and Norwegian literary languages were
virtually identical.
Indeed, the whole neighborhood around Humboldt Park,
where the Jensens lived for many years, was a mixed Scandinavian
community. There were three or four thousand Danes in that part
of Chicago around 1900, and perhaps even more Norwegians, as
well as a few hundred Swedes. As superintendent of Humboldt
Park in the years 1894-1900, Jensen involved the community in the
park, and Leonard K. Eaton has described the result: " . . . the park
functioned as a social center in a way that would be considered
quite unusual today. Family picnics were frequent, and cultural
organizations such as the 'Dania Society' also held gatherings in the
park. Band concerts, dear to the hearts of Chicago's music-loving
European immigrants, filled the summer nights; in good weather
the park would be hung with lanterns, and an air of festive gaiety
prevailed. 8 Scandinavian community groups became involved in
the park. Sleipner Athletic Club drew large crowds to their annual
ice skating races in Humboldt Park. 9 A Norwegian American
group erected a monument to Leif Erikson by the Chicago sculptor,
Sigvald Asbj0rnsen . Community pride in the park was such that in
1900, the Zion Branch of the Norwegian Retirement Home
Association even changed its name to the Humboldt Park Branch. 10
In short, Jens Jensen's philosophy of landscape art and urban
planning had its origins within the context of this Scandinavian
American community around Humboldt Park. Here Jensen
received enduring impressions of what an urban American
community ought to be.
Outside of Chicago, Scandinavian Americans were among the
- 9-

patrons of Jensen's work in projects like the landscaping of Luther
College, the Racine city parks, and the Lincoln Memorial Garden in
Springfield. 11 Moreover, Jensen's contacts with the New York
reformer, Jacob A. Riis, who was also a Danish immigrant, led him
into projects of urban reform on a national level. Together with
Theodore Roosevelt, Riis and Jensen formed The Playground
Association to crusade for parks in place of slums. Following the
First World War, both were active in the national campaign to
return South Jutland to Denmark. Jensen also knew the Finnish
American architect, Eliel Saarinen, who became head of the Cranbrook Academy of Art near Detroit in 1932. Jensen sent his
secretary, Mertha Fulkerson, to spend a year at Cranbrook,
studying weaving with Pipsan Saarinen, so that she could later
teach weaving at The Clearing. 12 In these and other ways, Jens
Jensen found familiar community values and inspiration to his
professional life among fellow Scandinavians in America. There
was always a significant Scandinavian American dimension to his
life and work.
Let me now turn to the influence of his Scandinavian folk
school education upon Jens Jensen's life and work. The folk school
movement originated in Denmark. In 1814, Denmark became the
first country in Europe to establish a system of compulsory education, which originally ended at the age of fourteen. A generation
later, in 1849, Denmark got a democratic constitution. It was soon
realized that the sons and daughters of farmers needed a broad
liberal education in addition to their elementary schooling, in order
to participate fully in the life of a democratic nation. Folk schools
were established to satisfy that need. They soon spread as well to
the other Scandinavian countries.
Most young people finished their formal education at fourteen
and then came back to the folk schools after they had been out
working for several years. Jens Jensen was almost nineteen when he
came to Vinding folk school in the fall of 1879 . The philosophy of
the folk schools assumed that the students were young adults, not
school children. This was, then, a form of adult education in a
small residential school. There were, for example, a total of fiftyeight students at Vinding in 1879-80. The curriculum was flexible
but heavily oriented towards a liberal arts program of history,
politics, literature, Nordic mythology, and music. In religion , the
folk schools leaned towards the liberal Lutheranism associated with
Bishop N .F.S. Grundtvig . Instruction was based on the living,
spoken word in lectures and discussions.
-10-

There was a great deal of singing, field trips, festivals and other
group activities, often held out of doors, in the woods, on a hill, or
around a blazing fire. There were no examinations, and the folk
schools issued no diplomas nor certificates: this was "education for
life," not preparation for a professional career, and the learning
experience was considered to be its own reward. The free,
innovative atmosphere of the folk schools tended to develop strong
personalities. Hans Rosendal and Jens Skytte, who were Jens
Jensen's teachers at Vinding folk school, inspired students by the
sheer force of their own culture and personalities. Moreover,
Headmaster Rosendal attracted other strong personalities to his
school, including the great Norwegian writer, Bj0rnstjerne
Bj0rnson, who made an indelible impression upon young Jens
Jensen. 13
At Tune, Jensen's second folk school, the emphasis was upon
scientific agriculture in the context of the general folk school
curriculum. Headmaster Svendsen and his close associate, Chr.
Christensen, were leaders in developing scientific methods suited to
the small freehold farmer. At Tune folk school, Jens Jensen learned
the more advanced techniques of botany, chemistry, soil analysis
and fertilization. At the same time, he learned that even technical
subjects had a political dimension if they were to serve the needs of
a particular group such as small freehold farmers. Science and
technology had to find their place within the context of human
social needs. 14
Jens Jensen's whole approach to landscaping grew directly out
of the folk school philosophy. He insisted upon high standards of
technical competence in surveying, soil analysis, botany,
draftsmanship, design, and other aspects of landscaping, as he had
learned to do at Tune. At the same time, however, he insisted that
landscaping was an art, not a branch of architecture or science, and
moreover, that its goals had to be social goals.
Jens Jensen was quite familiar with innovative American
schools of architecture and design like the Taliesin Fellowship of
Frank Lloyd Wright or the Cranbrook of the Saarinens, and he was
influenced by them to a degree. 15 The true model for his own
school, The Clearing, however, was the Scandinavian folk schools
which he had attended as a young man in Denmark.
Finally, let me try to describe the influence of Jens Jensen's
childhood environment upon his concept of landscape. This is a
rather complex subject, but it is central to his contribution as landscape artist and social planner. I should like to examine five aspects
- 11-

of the subject: the Scandinavian affinity for nature which is
sometimes called "nature mysticism, " Jensen 's concept of understanding the immediate environment, his sense of community in
nature, and his attempt to articulate an ideal concept of this
landscape called the "prairie, " and then to reconcile it to the
immediate environment of his youth in Denmark.
Like many Scandinavians, Jens Jensen had a strong love of
nature in all its variety, and a belief that human beings, as a part of
nature, must live in harmony with the whole. He also saw nature as
the source of human creativity. "Art has its roots in the soil, " he
once wrote. "Art grows out of native soil and enriches life as a
people attempts to express and develop this growth. " 16 Jensen 's aim
as a landscape artist was not to restore or duplicate natural
landscapes, but rather to create cultural landscapes where people
could live and work in harmony with their natural surroundings.
Hence he preferred to use the plants, rocks and water forms of the
local area. In later years, he became devoted to conservation, and
his landscaping became the establishment of frameworks within
which natural environmental processes could work in their own
ways. His writings reveal a spiritual identity with nature which led
Eaton to compare him with Thoreau. 17 Such ideas are rather
uncommon in the English speaking world, and many authorities
have sought their origins in the world view of native American
Indians, where they are more common, but the same basic view is
also commonplace in Scandinavia . Jens Jensen 's spiritual identity
with nature made him sympathetic to native American Indian
traditions and led him to read authors like Tolstoy and Rab indranath Tagore , but its origins lay deep in the experiences of his
Scandinavian childhood . Scandinavian literature is rich in songs,
poems, stories and essays that express this attitude of spiritual
identity between humanity and nature . 17 a
Jens Jensen thought that it was particularly important for
human communities to understand their immediate environment.
He told about his own youth on a farm where his ancestors had
lived for centuries. Winter evenings were passed with tales of
generations past: ships in distress , storms on land and sea , the
destruction of two wars that swept over the parish. To Jensen ,
these deep cultural associations wedded human beings to their
immediate environment and created a heritage that shaped present
lives and aspirations. To him , the difference between Europe and
America were not so much that between a tamed and untamed land
as it was that between a landscape with these deep cultural
associations and one withou t.
-12-
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Snedegaard in Dybb0l parish, Denmark built
in 1864, Jens Jensen's childhood home.

Jensen's father took the boys on annual "pilgrimages" to the
bluffs at the seaward edge of the farm to find the early spring
flowers and survey the damage of winter storms. When he was a
boy, tall hawthorn and blackthorn hedges lined the lane to school,
hedges full of wild roses, blackberries, raspberries, song birds and
wild game. Jensen claimed that he learned as much from these
hedges as from the village schoolmaster. Nearby was a bog with its
own strange plants and a legend of a sunken castle. One year, the
school children went to the forest: "Here we saw tremendous trees,
the kings of beeches and oaks. Deer scurried across the trail, and
many other creatures strange to us." 18 Later, on a field trip from
Vinding folk school, Jensen experienced the moors and heathlands
of central Jutland, with their great burial mounds of prehistoric
kings and queens. Everywhere he went in his native Jutland, he
found different immediate environments, and each had to be
understood in terms of its own ecology, its own natural and human
history. Likewise, in America, he never tired of excursions. 19 As a
young park laborer in Chicago, he and Anne Marie took weekend
field trips by streetcar or wagon into the surrounding countryside
and came home with baskets full of wild flowers and plants. 20 They
were getting to know their new, immediate environment.
Jensen came to believe that the cultural potential of a people
depended on learning to live in harmony with their immediate
environment. He found innumerable ways to express this idea in
his work: the assertion that learning flourished when schools were
surrounded by the beauty of parks, that neighborhood parks
created neighborhood solidarity and habits of good citizenship,
that parks and parkways should bring the surrounding prairie and
woodland into the city, that a great city should reflect its rural
surroundings, and that forest preserves and state parks should
allow people to experience natural landscapes. Jensen also asserted
that different environments produced different cultures , and that
the great prairie environment of the American Midwest was a
region of tremendous cultural potential.
Like this resonant concept of the immediate environment, Jens
Jensen's sense of community was also a part of his Scandinavian
heritage. In Denmark, he once said, the love for the outdoors, "for
its history and its beauty and its spiritual message," was "woven
into" the life of the people. 21 Jens Jensen worked throughout his
professional life to build similar communities in America. His
means was principally to create a great variety of harmonious park
landscapes within the city, where people could come together in
-14-

fellowship. Later in life, he established his school, The Clearing, as
a smaller community in harmony with its own immediate environment.
Finally, we must investigate Jens Jensen's concept of the
"prairie" because, as its major landscape artist, he was the one who
articulated in detail what it was that the Prairie School meant by
"the prairie ."
Jens Jensen's prairie was not the "lone prairiee" of the mournful
cowboy, but rather, it was the natural nineteenth century landscape of the Midwest from Indiana to Minnesota. This was a wide,
rolling country of luxuriant open grasslands, hardwood glades,
mighty lakes and rivers, a land of intense autumnal colors, snowfilled winters, poetic springtime awakenings,
and bountiful
summers. It was a land of considerable variety and beauty, despite
its basic unity . In the most literal sense, the prairies were the open
areas of tall grasses and wild flowers, frequently dotted by a lone
cottonwood or a grove of burr oaks, with sumac, hawthorn, crab
apple and plum creeping out from the forest edge. In the Midwest,
the open prairies could not be separated from the ambience of
woodland, bluffs and watered valleys. Jens Jensen saw them as
parts of one landscape, and this was the Midwestern environment
that became his symbol for the Prairie School. It was an immense,
hospitable environment with great potential for human development: far greater, in the minds of men like Wright, Sandburg and
Jens Jensen, than the polluted and decadent East, or the endless
high plains and mountains of the West. Jensen's aim and theirs was
a lofty one: it was to create a new civilization in harmony with this
free and bountiful prairie environment.
In 1905, Jens Jensen 's use of native hawthorn in the landscape of
the August Magnus house in Winnetka inspired the architect,
Robert C. Spencer, Jr., to use stylized hawthorn designs in the
building itself, particularly in its stained glass windows. The
hawthorn, with its free but strongly horizontal form, became a
veritable symbol of the prairie environment, and with the Magnus
house, in the words of Malcolm Collier, "Jensen seems literally to
have been incorporated into the Chicago School of Architecture." 22
Every immigrant has to find some way to reconcile the values
and experiences of his or her new world with those of the old. Jens
Jensen, with his keen sensitivity to the immediate environment,
was especially conscious of this need. How could he, who described
the process of immigration as "like being torn up by the roots and
transplanted , " ever feel at home in an environment so distant from
- 15-

the immediate environment of his youth? 23 The answer is that he
was able in his work to create an idealized concept of the "prairie"
which he could indeed, perhaps unconsciously, reconcile with his
recollections of Dybb0l parish. In broad terms, there were many
similarities: the same parade of seasons, the same variations in
weather, in light and shadow, and the same basic mixture of
open, rolling land and hardwood forests, broken by water. This
was a type of landscape far different from other parts of either
Scandinavia or North America. Jensen felt at home in this kind of
country, though he never learned to like the mountains and he
considered coniferous landscapes to be "austere, dark, and
gloomy." 24 He was, after all , a Dane and not a Norwegian.
In his "prairie landscapes ," Jensen used plants that were native
to these parts of Midwestern America. But the striking fact is that
many of the same plants had also been a part of the immediate
environment of his youth in Dybb0l parish. The hawthorn was
indeed a wonderful symbol of the Midwestern prairies, but it could
just as well have been a symbol of Dybb0l parish. Likewise the crab
apple and the wild rose, two other symbols of the Prairie School.
Other plants common to both the North American prairie and
Oybb0l parish include thimbleberry, raspberry, currant and
barberry, which Jensen used on "prairie" slopes and in underbrush,
sumac and hazel, which he used on the margin of clearings in his
"prairie parks, " and the forest hardwoods, especially oak and
beech .25
At one and the same time , Jens Jensen created parks and
landscapes that idealized his new home environment, the prairies of
the Midwest, and revived the memory of his Danish homeland.
Thus he reconciled the two immediate environments of his youth
and mature years. Was the "divided heart" of the immigrant ever
more eloquently expressed in the living art of landscape?
It is often observed that the deepest roots of American
civilization run to the lands of our ancestors on other continents
beyond the seas. This is true of many things that seem at first to be
so characteristically American , and it is true of the Prairie School.
Through the work of Jens Jensen, its major landscape artist and one
of its principal spokesmen , the Prairie School had an important
Scandinavian American dimension and drew nurture from roots
that ran deep into the cultural soil of Scandinavia. 26

- 16-
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Immigrant (Northfield MN: Norwegian-American Historical Association, 1945),
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13 Thomas R0rdam , The Danish Folk High Schools , second revised edition , translated by Alison Borch-Johansen (Copenhagen: Det danske selskab , 1980). H.
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A Sampler
by CARLHANSEN
Note: Seventy years after his death the Danish-born writer Carl
Hansen (1860-1916) remains, among those who read Danish, a
highly valued interpreter of the immigrant experience in the United
States. Hansen was the subject of two articles in earlier issue (Vol.
2:1, 1979) of The Bridge. His short stories and one novel are
together a landmark in the American literature written in Danish ,
but the books have become inaccessible to many and, as to
language, closed to a large audience who would appreciate his
ability to sketch Danish-American personalities and lives. In Tyler,
Minnesota, where he lived until 1910, and later in Oregon and
Washington states, he was a personality to be reckoned with. To
introduce Carl Hansen the man and writer to those who have not
met him before we provide here translations of three pieces. The
first, by Eiler Hansen, is a memory of Carl Hansen written shortly
after his death . "My Father" was originally published Salomons
Almanak for 1917 (Danish Publishing House of the Pacific Coast:
Seattle). "The Jackrabbit " (Haren) appeared in landsmamd (Dansk
Boghandels Forlag : Cedar Falls, Iowa 1908), and "The Streetcar
Motorman" (Sporvognskusken) in Nisqually. Biografier - Skitsker Fortzllinger og Overszttelser (Nationale Forfatteres Forlag:
Copenhagen 1912). ed .

MY FATHER
by EILERHANSEN
For a number of years my father was justice of the peace in
Tyler. When the local authorities , which consisted of a reliable
Dane named Peter Thomsen, had arrested a law-breaker, the
offender was taken before Father. Instead of throwing him in jail or
fining him and thus take his last bit of money , Father preferred to
subject the person to a fiery lecture, hand down a stiff decision and
then suspend the sentence on the condition of good conduct in the
future.
There was the time Peter Thomsen arrested a Copenhagener.
The man had been drunk and caused a commotion in a saloon . He
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was a big and stout fellow, but one whose features were marred by
the signs of alcoholism. A real hooligan. The next day he was led
into Father's parlor.
As always when there were legal proceedings, Peter Thomsen
was very officious. Father was somber and stern. The tough was
uncomfortable in the presence of the fine furniture and the thick
carpet on the floor. All three of them sat down and the interrogation began.
"Your name?," Father asked.
"Peter Mogensen, also known by the name Fisher Boy."
"Do you come from a good family?"
"Yes, I should say so, my wife sold fish at the market on ... "
"Were you drunk, fighting and disturbing the peace in a
saloon?" Father was getting his temper up.
"Naw, damn it, now you are on the wrong track. I wasn't
drunk. I had just come to town and met some of my friends and
countrymen, so we had a few since I hadn't seen my fellow Danes
for several years - naw, I wasn't drunk."
"Were you fighting?"
"Naw, I didn't. Can a person really fight with his friends, huh?"
Then came the thunderstorm. Peter Thomsen folded his hands.
He often said it was a joy to hear Carl Hansen give them a talking
to. And Father talked to the offender:
"You scoundrel! You disgusting idiot! You are from Denmark,
from the country we love and cherish. You come storming into a
Danish colony and on all of us you leave a black mark that we will
never get erased. You sing rowdy Danish songs in the streets and
make your country and your people look foolish. You are tearing
down what we others are building up, you mindless codfish! You
fight with your fellow Danes. You are a disgrace to the community,
and the community is what we are concerned about. We don't
allow a stranger, and especially not a Dane, to create a disturbance
without paying for it dearly. Have you anything to say before
judgment is pronounced?"
"Well, it probably won't do any good. But I would like to know
whether the community filled my stomach the times I have been
hungry. Or when I needed a bed, did the community provide one?
Nope, damn it, it never did. And if I now want to have a round
with my countrymen,
what the hell do I care about the
community?"
Peter Thomsen was struck with dismay. He tightened his grip
on the handcuffs he held. The hooligan continued:
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"Stick me in jail if you want to; fine me if you wish. That's what
I am used to. But don't preach to me about disgrace and trouble for
the community. What you ought to do is give me twenty-five cents.
Then I'll go and drink a final toast with my buddies and then leave
town."
Peter Thomsen jumped up in a state of horrified official zeal and
wanted to put the cuffs on the tough.
But Father stopped him. The hard expression on Father's face
changed into a calm, good-natured smile. He grasped the tough' s
hand, fished a quarter out of his pocket and gave it to him.
"So long, Fisher Boy," he said, "say hello to your buddies for
me."
****
There was the time when I was still in high school that the
professor came and visited my father. Whenever the professor
came to see Father it was always about a weighty matter, and
sometimes fateful for me personally. I had made it a habit on these
occasions to hide behind the drapes where I could see and hear
what was going on. Already at that time I believed in "preparedness." Even though it was going on six o'clock Father was still
wearing his robe; he was working on Pra?riefolkat that time.
Father was massive and slow, and with his expressive face and
dignified manner he contrasted sharply with the thin, pale-skinned
professor with his boyish looks, piercing eyes and catlike
movements.
They talked about totally unimportant things and I was about
to retreat in relief when the professor suddenly fixed his gleaming
eyes on Father and blurted toward him in a piercing voice:
"Do you think Eiler smokes?"
Father took a few short puffs on his pipe and quietly and calmly
said:
"Not only do I think so, I know so."
"Do you put up with it?"
Father hummed reflectively a little.
"Yes, after all, he has to put up with the fact that I smoke."
"I wish you would forbid him to smoke." Father sat up straight
in his chair. He laid his pipe aside.
"I do not forbid my sons anything. I myself spend most of the
day with a pipe in my mouth. What right do I have to say to my
son, 'you may not do what I do.' No, we parents must behave in
such a way that our children enjoy our company. Let us suppose
that he got the idea to forbid me to smoke, what then? I have never
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forced my children to go to school or church, nor can I forbid them
to smoke or rob them of their freedom to make their own
decisions."
''Yes, but it is harmful to him."
"It's also harmful to me - here, look!" Father stuck his tongue
out. It was practically etched with furrows from the strong
tobacco.
Either because of Father's words or the thick cloud of smoke - I
don't know which - the professor did not feel well. He stood up.
"Would you object if I forbid him to smoke?"
"Yes, I would . But if you can persuade him to stop, then I will
agree to it."
"Fine. Would you please tell Eiler that he must see me tomorrow
morning at 8:307"
Father was smoking again.
"I just don't care for that 'must see.' I will ask him to do it."
At this point I sneaked away. The next morning at 8:30 the
professor and I peacefully negotiated a solution to our problem.
(Translated by Donald K. Watkins)

THEJACKRABBIT
by CARLHANSEN
It was fairly early in the morning, about the time when one is
sure that day will emerge the victor in its battle against night if one
just gives it a chance to spit on its hands and get to work.
Jens Westerholm had been out in the barn since five o'clock.
The cows had been milked and fed, and the horses had also been
seen to.
It was good that he had finished so early, because now he could
go down to the meadow and bring up a load of hay before it began
to snow.
He didn't count on the weather. For the last few days the wind
had blown from the east, and now it came briskly out of the
northwest.
But the storm would probably hold off for most of the morning.
The clouds really hadn't begun to gather yet.
He looked out through the window.
What was that? Wasn't there a jackrabbit sitting out there by
the old well? One of the big, white, long-eared, genuine jackrabbits which were gradually becoming rather scarce.
Jens Westerholm jumped up with a start. He snatched the
shotgun from the corner behind the bed, dashed straight through
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the dining room and grabbed some shells out of a bureau drawer.
Mrs. Westerholm, short, hefty, and a little stooped, came in
from the kitchen. She was wearing a gray-checked slip and a red
nightjacket.
"What's going on7" she asked.
But her husband barely had time to answer. He raced out the
door.
"It's a jackrabbit!" he shouted over his shoulder.
His wife shuffled behind him. Out in the entry way he struggled
to get a pair of high boots on over his pant legs.
"Can't you wait for a cup of coffee?" she asked.
"Coffee," he sputtered, "do you think jackrabbits wait for
coffee?"
"Oh, alright, but listen, put on your fur coat, it's terribly cold."
He jerked the coat down from the peg with such force that the
loop snapped. Mrs. Westerholm, grasping the coat by its neck,
tried to help but she was too short . She stood for a moment and
tugged down on the shaggy collar; when she let loose, the fur coat
popped onto the man's back.
He charged out without closing the door.
"Be careful with the shotgun, " Mrs. Westerholm called . She
shivered for a few seconds in the frigid air, then closed the door and
walked heavily in to the coffee and the warm room. The man
sneaked around the corner of the house . The jackrabbit still sat by
the old well.
Westerholm drew back and eased a shell into the shotgun,
carefully took a few steps forward again and began to bring the gun
up to eye level, but the fur coat was in the way.
The jackrabbit saw him at that instant.
It was not actually frightened. It had seen a man dressed in fur
before, but it was always sensible to keep people, foxes, and other
malicious creatures at a distance.
For this reason it ran into the plowed field and sat again, not
very far away but far enough that shooting would be pointless.
Still, a shot from the straw-stack behind the hoghouse would do
the job. If you could sneak over there without being seen. The
hunter slowly slid along the side of the barn, hunkered behind a
wagon which almost filled the space between the two buildings,
and sneaked over to the hoghouse where the straw-stack stood.
He took his time as he very carefully raised his shotgun and let
go with a blast.
The jackrabbit made a terrific leap in the air, its hindlegs
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churning the air. It then raced madly up the plowed slope toward
the south.
Westerholm was certain he had hit the mark, and spots of blood
in the snow proved it.
High up on the knoll he saw a large white spot. It might, of
course, be a patch of snow left over from the snowfall early in the
week. The sun had shown every day since then but snow remained
on the north side of stones and other tall projections.
But, for that matter, it might also be the jackrabbit.
If it was the jackrabbit, it would be lousy luck not to get it.
The hunter hiked up the knoll, his boots pinched the corn on his
right foot and the little toe on his left foot. The heavy fur coat
forced sweat out of his chest and back.
But still he stepped resolutely across the uneven ground.
What a disappointment if it turns out not to be the jackrabbit
but only a white stone or a clump of snow.
But it was the rabbit.
It rose long before the hunter was near and slogged with short,
unsteady jumps down the slope southward toward the meadow. A
couple of times it stumbled and did a kind of somersault - clearly,
it was badly wounded.
Then it disappeared into the high, thick grass of the meadow.
But Westerholm knew precisely where it lay, and without
hesitation he marched down the slope. When he reached the barbed
wire fence he lay flat on the ground, rolled under, and rushed on.
He had unbuttoned his shaggy coat, which stood out from his body
like the two wings of a bat.
The jackrabbit wasn't where Westerholm thought it was.
But it simply had to be around here somewhere.
All at once it hopped from the spot that was least likely, ran
back under the barbed wire fence and diagonally up the knoll.
With the hunter after it!
He yanked off his coat, hung it on a fence post, and took off up
the slope at a run. The jackrabbit lay up on top, at this point it had
to be dead. Still, it would probably be best, just to make sure, to
give the rabbit a broadside now that it was within range. He blasted
away; the rabbit didn't move.
"Now that's good!"
A feeling of pride and happiness rose in the man's chest. He
wanted to shout hurrah and to swing his hat in the air. But he
controlled himself. People reserve hurrahs and the like for festive
occasions such as Danish Constitution Day and the Fourth of July.
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Briskly he paced over the top of the knoll; after a dozen steps he
stopped. The white spot had taken on a strangely wide, indistinct,
triangular shape.
Well, how could it be, a clump of snow!
Jens Westerholm was not in the habit of using profanity. He
was a gentle and religious man, a regular church-goer. He paid
fourteen dollars a year toward the minister's salary, but still he had
the feeling, as he glared at the clump of snow, that the situation at
this moment called for some hot language.
The clouds had begun to thicken and the northwesterly wind
wrapped itself icily around his body.
There , clear to the eye in the thin layer of snow, were the rabbit
tracks alongside the plowed furrow. The man spontaneously
followed them. After all, it would be pure idiocy to waste a couple
of hours without bringing something home to show for it .
The tracks pointed westward, down the slope again, over a
small depression where water had collected last summer and ruined
the oats. They continued up over a smooth ridge formed by a layer
of gravel and many rocks.
It was right there on top, where the snow had been blown
away, that the tracks disappeared.
Westerholm stopped . The clouds had become heavy and bluish
black. They drifted lazily across the sky, untroubled by the
northwest wind which whipped furiously over the prairie .
"Isn't this just the damndest." He stood leaning on the shotgun
and looked down toward the farm. Beneath the heavy gray
overcast it seemed so strangely distant.
Yes, he had probably best go back and fetch his fur coat. He
turned and began to walk. When he came down again to the ice in
the draw between the slopes, he found the jackrabbit I
It lay with its bloody mouth half open, its large eyes fixed. The
wind flapped one ear back and forth such that it almost looked
alive.
At this instant Jens Westerholm was deeply pleased. He could
have forgiven the sins of every person on earth, even Thomas
Lykke, who had _cheated him last fall over the cow with the three
teats .
Stooping to grasp the animal's hindlegs, he slung it over his
shoulder and headed home with long paces, forgetting about the
fur coat.
Now he was walking straight into the wind; the snow began as
ever so tiny, sharp grains which stung his face .
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His hands got icy cold - his mittens were back in the coat
pockets.
Now was no time to consider returning for the coat. At any
time now a fierce storm could be upon him.
He carried the shotgun in the crook of his arm with the one
hand sunk deeply into his pocket. He had to change arms every
minute.
He tried to run but lost his breath and had to turn away from
the wind in order to catch his breath.
And still the buildings lay so very far away, they could barely
be made out through the snow.
Never before had he thought that a walk across 160 acres was so
long. He forged on with long paces. His icy feet were tortured by
the boots. His legs quivered, and even though the wind cut through
his clothing, large drops of sweat formed on his forehead and
almost froze to his cheeks:
Every breath was torture, every step was a victory.
Finally he reached the straw-stack and threw himself down on
the leeward side. It seemed to him that he would have fallen lifeless
onto the field if the stack had been twenty steps further.
But it was no good to lie out here in the straw-stack. He got to
his knees, gathered his legs under him, and twice tried to rise. It
didn't work. He rolled over onto his stomach and raised himself,
cowlike, onto all fours. When he went to pick up the gun and the
jackrabbit he fell, striking a knee on the hard earth.
He reached the kitchen door but couldn't work the latch. His
wife came and opened the door. "Jens, Good Lordi What's
happened to you?" she said.
The man didn't answer. He tottered into the room, carefully
laid the rabbit on the table. The shotgun slipped from his fingers
and crashed to the floor as he fell onto a chair.
Mrs. Westerholm looked at her husband for a moment and then
ran out into the yard with a bowl. She quickly came back with the
bowl full of snow.
"Agnes, come down and help me!" she shouted up the stairway
to her daughter. "Dad is frozen!"
"I've never seen such a thing!" the daughter said when she came
down. They rubbed Westerholm's face and hands with snow until
the white spots gave way to a healthy pink color. He laid his head
back and dozed momentarily.
"Pull my boots off," he mumbled. His voice was rough and
raspy.
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But the boots would not budge, no matter how hard they tried.
"Bring a knife, Agnes." Mrs. Westerholm was a woman of
determination when the situation called for it.
She cut and dug in the hard leather. "Good Lordi" she said
again, "we need more snow, Agnes."
They now worked on his feet.
A gentle, beneficial warmth spread over the frozen man's body.
He moistened his split lips with his tongue, sat up straight in the
chair and stroked his forehead a couple of times, as if trying to
recall something he had almost forgotten.
"I think I'm hungry," he said, "I've, I've not had any coffee yet."
"Yes, we'll have coffee right away," his wife said hoarsely,
"lunch will be ready in a minute."
"Lunch? Well, I'll be, it's a quarter to twelve."
He stood up. His body was sore; his feet still had no feeling.
Agnes came in and began to set the table. She threw the rabbit
into the corner by the kitchen door, where it hit the floor with a
dead thud.
"Ugh, it stinks," she said. Her father lifted the animal and
placed it on a chair. He sat and affectionately stroked the soft pelt.
"How did it happen," his wife asked, 'that you got so terribly
cold7"
'Well, I didn't have my fur coat on."
"No coat! But you did . I helped you put it on this morning."
"Yes, but I took it off and left it hanging on a fence post out in
the field."
'Where?"
He sat stroking the rabbit's fur, slowly, as if he were still
thinking about something he could not figure out.
"Where?"
"Down there," he pointed, "between our and Rasmas Beck's
place."
''You left your good fur coat there, a coat you gave thirty-five
dollars for, and all for the sake of a jackrabbit that's not worth a
quarter?" She glanced scornfully down at the animal whose head
dangled from the edge of the chair.
"It smells," Agnes said.
Mrs. Westerholm was furious. Her back straightened up and
grew in breadth as she moved between the dining room and the
kitchen. Her husband knew that when her arms jutted at a certain
angle from her body and her fingers stiffened she wasn't safe to be
around.
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The atmosphere in the dining room was sultry when the family
ate. When Agnes got up from the table and walked past the
jackrabbit, she wrinkled her nose and said "fooeyl"
Then Mrs. Westerholm raised her voice to ask, "What do you
want to do with it?"
"Well, naturally we'll skin it and gut it and wash it and so on,
that was my idea, and then we could invite the Rasmus Becks over
for dinner, you know, something a little special."
''Yes, and the Anders Hansens and the Niels M0llers and the
Hans Bruuns, and perhaps the minister and the whole congregation
too. Then we could display the critter on the bureau and let them
file by and smell it. Most of them would be satisfied after they had
gotten a noseful. And who, pray tell, did you figure was going to
skin it and get it ready?"
The man did not answer, but simply continued to stroke the
rabbit's pelt mechanically.
"It is a question to be answered, because I won 't do it, you can 't
do it, and Agnes may not do it. Nor would I ever consider frying or
boiling a limp cat like that."
"The doctor I worked for last winter," Agnes said, "he said that
animals like that might have 'disease bacteriers'."
Jens Westerholm stood up, stuck his stocking feet into a pair of
slippers, went into the entry way and put on his lambskin jacket.
From the pockets he pulled some cloth gloves, took the jackrabbit
by a hindleg and went out into the yard.
He paused briefly and gazed into the sky . The snow was flying
on a level plane, as if it were pouring out of some gigantic hole far
down to the northwest, never to fall peacefully to earth. He leaned
forward into the wind and took long steps toward the old well. He
lifted a loose board with his left hand, and with his right hand he
held the jackrabbit over the opening and let it fall.
He heard a splash when it reached the water. Then he replaced
the board and walked over toward the barn.
The cattle were bellowing, they hadn't been watered yet.
(Translated by Donald Watkins)

THE STREETCAR MOTORMAN
by CARL HANSEN
Peter Sindahl had been a streetcar motorman in Milwaukee for
eighteen years.
His wife, Kaja, nee Senefelder, was no longer the lively, nimble
beauty he had met in the Danish Society. Now she weighed all of
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two hundred American pounds, but she kept her house in order
with a vengeance. The children - three boys and a girl - always
had clean noses, faces, and clothing.
Granted that she was rather loud and sharp-tongued and now
and then had fights with the neighbor ladies, she was also selfsacrificing and good to her husband and children. No one could
deny that she was an able and frugal housewife.
In the course of the years the Sindahls had become people of
some means. The property, including the chicken house, was not
mortgaged; their daughter's piano, the expensive carpet and the
fine furniture had been paid for. Beyond this a respectable sum in
the bank grew larger each month and earned interest every six
months. Peter had no reason to complain, and he didn't.
Nevertheless, life had not been a bed of roses for eighteen years.
First came the "Great Panic," when banks failed and businesses
closed their doors, a time when people could not afford to ride the
streetcars, and it appeared as though the world was standing still. It
was during this time that Peter had begun to wish he owned a farm
somewhere in the west .
"When you grow wheat and rye and have cows and pigs," he
said to Kaja, "you always have got food in the house."
Kaja was from the big city, but she understood the basic
wisdom in her husband's words. It would be nice to have freshly
churned butter and thick cream on the table and a side of pork
hanging in the cellar.
But for the present there could be no thought of buying a farm.
That took money, and for the time being it looked as if there was
no money in the whole world.
Then a new president was elected, and the hard times were
over. Banks and stores opened their doors, and the factories started
up. People again had money to ride streetcars with.
Unrest came with the good times. One evening Peter returned
home from a meeting of the Streetcar Workers Union and told that
the men had voted to strike for higher pay and shorter hours.
"What did you vote for?" Kaja said.
"I didn't vote at all," Peter said.
No more was said of the matter that evening, but the question
became urgent a few days later. The union men's talks with the
directors produced no results. Peter was in a quandry.
"I have obligations toward my fellow workers," he said.
For a whole week there were riots. Police stood on the streetcars
with loaded guns. In the business district fights broke out on every
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other street corner. Stones and pieces of wood flew through the air.
Peter came home with a gash on his forehead.
In those days it was a question of who suffered more, he who
stood at the controls of the electric car or she who sat at home by
the cradle. Each time she heard wagon wheels she feared it was the
ambulance bringing her husband's broken body.
Peter became thin and worn.
"I'm not afraid of the rocks," he said, "it's just that my fellow
workers stand on the street corners and watch me, and the boys
shout 'scabs' and the women yell threats."
Kaja did not know what to do either. "It was probably wrong of
me," she thought, "to talk him into staying on the job. But it was
the children I was thinking of."
The streetcar company lost a great deal of money each day. The
directors made concessions, and after an all-night meeting the
strike was called off. On one single point there was a whole hour's
discussion. The directors demanded that Peter Sindahl, the oldest
of the company's employees, be allowed to keep his job. They got
their way.
Nobody abused him, but for a year, until the strike was
forgotten, Peter was a lonely man among his colleagues. His
longing for a farm out there in Minnesota grew stronger. It was just
a pity he had not bought a piece of land there several years ago.
The prices now asked by real estate agents were absurd. His savings
were a drop in the bucket; borrowing and debt were the only way.
If he waited a year or two he could possibly sell his property in
Milwaukee for a fairly high price. It looked as though the city was
growing in that direction.
The city did grow in the Sindahls' direction, and in every other
direction too. The huge, world-famous breweries doubled their
assets, size, and workforce. Factories were built, multistoried office
buildings were erected, and homes crept far out into the countryside.
Milwaukee had become a metropolis. Policemen stood in the
main streets and directed traffic. Inspite of this it was difficult to
drive the streetcar through the jam of pedestrians, bicycles, motorcycles, wagons, and automobiles. And every now and then there
was an accident . No. 312 collided with an automobile and injured
an eld~rly l_ady, and No. 266 ran over a J,oy, who lost~ leg.
There were also so many regulations and directives to be
learned by heart and followed. If a streetcar arrived at the end of
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the line a couple of minutes late, the motorman had to provide an
explanation at the office.
One November morning at five o'clock Peter Sindahl drove out
from the Central Station. The car ran empty for a ways down the
main street and stopped in front of the fashionable nightclub where
two young, well-dressed gentlemen stood supporting one another.
A rather old, broad-shouldered woman stood on the next corner;
she had been washing stairs all night in the Continental Building.
After a couple more streets the car reached the "Herald," the largest
newspaper building in the city. Here a reporter, a copy-editor and a
few type-setters had finished the night shift and wanted to go
home. This stop was followed by a stretch where the streetcar
could reach top speed, but it had to stop at the Chicago and
Northwestern tracks, where an endless freight train moved at a
snail's pace. Peter stood with his watch in hand; he impatiently
stomped with his foot on the bell switch, which the locomotive
answered with a few dispirited coughs. It took five minutes for the
tracks to clear. A lady with five children waited at the train station.
The conductor had to get down and help the smallest ones on.
When the lady had taken a seat she discovered that she was on the
wrong car; more valuable minutes were lost. Down in the bluecollar section of town patient men stood with their lunch pails on
every other corner. The car was packed to overflowing.
Lake Michigan spread a raw, clammy fog out over the city.
Peter Sindahl shivered. He reached a long, open stretch where he
could run at full speed, but still he was six minutes late. There
would be trouble at the office and maybe a mild rebuke from the
new superintendent, who would use the opportunity to show what
a tough fellow he was. What good were all the regulations and
directives, accidents would still happen, that was certain, it was
just a matter of when. So here he stood at this time of day and froze
like a dog. It was stupid, he thought, that he hadn't bought a farm
long ago, but now, finally, was the time to do it. There were 3700
dollars in the bank. The house and lot could be sold for a couple of
thousand dollars when the day came. There was enough money to
buy eighty acres. That was enough land, and you would not have
to slave so much. Down at the fire station one could get a couple of
light-brown horses cheaply. Light-brown horses ... that was what
the farmer and county commissioner Lars Thomsen had in Jerslev
many years ago. One also ought to have five or six cows of a good
breed. Jerseys gave the most milk, people said, but Holsteins are
more impressive. And then there had to be a large, rectangular pen
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for hogs, black and white hogs in all sizes, they made for a nice
sight. They were money, too, cows and hogs were money
nowadays. In the fall you would cultivate with a gleaming plow
pulled by light-brown horses. Long, straight furrows. At home in
Jerslev Lars Thomsen always said that Peter was the best plowman
he had ever had. And now that same plowman had the money to
buy a farm that was every bit as large and worth as much as ... .
Clang! clang! clang! clang! What was that? Good Lord, was it
the river? The bell signaled in fog and darkness that the bridge was
open. The bridge he had always been careful of. He could make it
out as an enormous, gaping chasm that wanted to swallow him and
all the riders on the streetcar. With all of his strength he turned the
brake wheel. From inside the car he heard screams and shouts.
Good God, oh, good God! There are men in here with wives and
young children at home. The wheels of the streetcar, slick from
frost, made another revolution inspite of the brake. He again
grasped the brake wheel, collected all of his strength and jerked. A
stabbing pain raced through his right shoulder. His vision turned to
darkness and he sank like a dead mass onto the floor of the car.
One of the passengers - it was the journalist - had a ruler in
his pocket. He slowly took it out and measured. It was precisely
two inches from the front wheels to the end of the track and the
river .
A man named Peter Sindahl lives somewhere in southwestern
Minnesota . His right arm is crippled and people who know him tell
the story that he once braked a streetcar with such force that he
yanked the arm from the shoulder socket. He himself never speaks
of the incident .
Quietly and contentedly he putters around with the calves and
pigs while his sons work in the field.
He is a homebody; it is painful for him to be away from home.
A couple of years ago his wife persuaded him to travel to an
exhibition in Minneapolis, but he came home with the first train.
He could not bear to look at electric streetcars.
(Translated by Donald Watkins)

"Bring . .. the Books." Notes on the
Danish Lutheran Publishing House,
1877-1963
by MARK FRIIS-HANSEN
When you come , bring the cloak that I left
Carpus at Troas , also the books , and above
all the parchments. (2 Timothy 4:13)
"The mental alertness and spiritual hunger of the Apostle Paul
shine through the words of his request to his young friend
Timothy. The business of our Danish Lutheran Publishing House is
founded on that, and on our Lord 's command to His Church to
bring the Gospel to every nation . . . Its business is not to make
money, but to do the printing of the Church. Its success or failure is
to be measured not by the figures in its "profits" or "losses"
columns, but in the volume or extent of its distribution of Christian
books and other publications on behalf of our Church." 1
These words from a speech by James Lund to the convention of
the United Danish Lutheran Church in 1935, sets forth the guiding
principle of the Danish Lutheran Publishing House . It was not a
business in the sense of making money, but was a mission, meant to
produce literature for the edification of Danish American
Lutherans . In that sense, the Publishing House was a success. The
newspapers and books from its presses enabled the United Danish
Church to preserve the spirit and heritage it had received from the
Indre Mission in Denmark.
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Publishing within the United Danish Church in America began
almost twenty years before the creation of the Synod proper. At
the annual convention of the Norwegian-Danish Conference, held
in 1876, it was proposed that the Danish pastors of the Conference
try to publish their own paper. 2 In August, 1877, Dansk Luthersk
Kirkeblad (Danish Lutheran Church Paper) began publication in
Racine, Wisconsin, with Pastor A. M. Andersen as editor. It
started as a monthly, but was so well received that in 1879 it was
published semi-monthly.
This paper was meant for the Danish readers in the Conference
who had decided not to join the Danish Church in America. The
Danish immigrants to America were divided in their interpretations
of the Lutheran Church. Those of the Norwegian-Danish Conference were of the Indre Mission persuasion, a pietistic, orthodox
group, which placed a great deal of stress on the Bible and
conversion to a godly life. The Danish Lutheran Church in America
(formed in 1872) was more inclined towards the Grundtvigian form
of Lutheranism. They were followers of the Danish Reformer N. F.
S. Grundtvig. They placed a great deal of stress on the church and
the Apostles' Creed. They saw the creed as the living word of God
and did not refer to the Bible as the infallible and exclusive word of
God. This was a main source of their differences with the Indre
Mission group. In the first issue of the newspaper, Pastor Andersen
wrote a short editorial to explain the need for a paper:
The Danish pastors want to work according to true
Lutheranism as we have it in our Danish mother church
and which we have found among our Norwegian brethren
in the faith of the Norwegian-Danish Conference. Kirkelig
Samler (the church paper of the Danish Church) may well
be Danish, but not Lutheran; it is Grundtvigian, and
therefore, we who see the Grundtvigian concept as a
dangerous deviation from the Lutheran Church want to
see this paper (Dansk Luthersk Kirkeblad among our
people who seek to be Danish Lutherans. 3
Pastor Andersen accepted a call to St. John's Church in Argo,
Nebraska, in 1880. The church paper continued to be published in
Racine for a few months, but from March 1, 1880, to the end of the
year, it was printed in Chicago. Pastor Andersen continued as
editor with Pastor N. C. Brun as his assistant. 4 In 1881, the paper
was moved to Nebraska and was printed at "Herald's Printing
Shop" in Fremont. 5 In late February, 1884, the Nebraska District
Meeting of the Conference was held in Omaha. Here a publishing
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business with stock for $5.00 per share was established. 6 It was also
decided that this business would take over publication of the
church paper. A. M. Andersen resigned as editor, his place being
taken by Pastors M. C. H. Rohe and A. Rasmussen.
At a meeting at St. John's Church in Argo, the Danish Lutheran
Church Association in America was formed in September of 1884.
It had been realized by both the Danes and the Norwegians that an
independent Danish church should be established; the Norwegians,
therefore, gave the withdrawing Danes their blessing. The new
church consisted of nine pastors, nineteen small congregations, and
fifteen preaching places. 7
In 1885, Pastor H. P. Bertelsen was named editor of the church
paper. It was Pastor Bertelsen who gave the "publishing house" its
first physical plant, a twelve by twelve room in his own home. 8 At
this time a small mail order book business was added. The
publishing business was started without any capital assets, and at
the church convention in 1886, the value of it was reported to be
$23.44, ten dollars of which was an outright gift. 9
The annual meeting of the church held in Waupaca, Wisconsin,
in 1891, decided that the church accept an offer by the Publishing
Association to, "take over the church paper, the bookstore, and the
printing house, with the responsibility for its debts." 10 A publication committee was formed and its first priority was to prepare a
collection of hymns and spiritual songs for use at meetings other
than regular Sunday services. This work resulted in the publication
of Sangeren (The Singer) in 1892. This book was one of the
Publishing House's biggest successes and continued to be popular
as long as the Danish language was used in the church.
At the church convention in 1892, it was decided to purchase its
first Sunday School paper, B0rnebladet (The Children's Paper).
This paper had been started by Pastor Bertelsen in 1891 and
continued to be used by the church until 1939. Also at this meeting,
I. M. Hansen reported that the business accounts from June 1,
1891, to May 15, 1892, were: total income $934.22; total expenses
$714.78; cashonhand$219.44. 11
One year later, the church officially decided to operate a
publishing business in Blair, Nebraska, under the name of the
Danish Lutheran Publishing House. 12 The work of this business
was to be directed by a five-member Board of Trustees. The church
authorized the board to borrow $2,500.00 to set up the bookstore
and operate a printing office no later than January 1, 1894. The
Board of Trustees for Trinity Seminary were also instructed to
- 35-
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hand over to the Publishing House space in their recently erected
building (today known as "Old Main" on the campus of Dana
College). The office and bookstore occupied the third-floor tower
room and the printing shop was located in a room in the northeast
corner of the ground floor. 13
The Danish Lutheran Publishing House occupied a room in Old
Main for three years, when it was decided that these quarters were
too small for the expanding enterprise. The church then approved
the move of the business to the second floor of a business structure
known as the P. Z. Building, located on the southeast corner of
Washington and Fifth streets in downtown Blair.
During the summer of 1896, the "Blair Church" (The Danish
Lutheran Church Association had become known among other
Lutherans by this name because its headquarters were located in
Blair) and the Danish Evangelical Lutheran Church in North
America (also known as the "North Church") met in Minneapolis
in late September and agreed to merge. The "North Church" had
been organized in 1894, after a group of pastors and congregations
had separated from the Danish Church after a number of years of
tension. They also leaned towards the Indre Mission, so it seemed
natural to merge with the "Blair Church." The newly formed
church was organized under the name of "The United Danish
Evangelical Lutheran Church" and consisted of 63 pastors, 121
congregations, and 35 preaching places. 14
It was decided that in regard to the church's literature mission
that, "the two papers, Kirkebladet and Missionsbudet (The Mission
Word, which was the paper of the "North Church") be united into
one paper. This paper shall be named Dansk Luthersk
Kirkebladet." 15
The manager of the Publishing House, H. Andersen, in his
report to the annual convention, requested that the church take
steps to purchase either a suitable building or a site for a building to
house the business. The convention authorized the Board of
Trustees to "obtain the necessary building for the Publishing
House 's happy work and to increase its working capital to
$15,000.00 as it becomes necessary ." 16
Pastor G. B. Christiansen reported in 1899 that the church
council had purchased for the Danish Lutheran Publishing House a
building for the price of $3,600.1 7 This building, located at Fifth
and Front streets, covered three twenty-four foot business lots and
a thirty by seventy-two foot two-story brick building. It was
discovered later that this building had once served as the "Farmer's
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Supply Store," when an old porch was removed from the front of
the building. 18 It was also announced that the church had
purchased the Danish weekly Christian paper Danskeren (The
Dane) for the sum of $9,000.
This paper had been started by Pastor J. N. Jersild in 1893. It
had been an independent voice of the Indre Mission position in the
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Danish Lutheran Church before the schism in 1894 . The purchase
of this paper caused a considerable increase in working capital and
the indebtedness of the Publishing House rose to about $30,000. 19
Danskeren continued to serve the church as a semi-weekly paper
until 1920, when it was merged with Dansk Luthersk Kirkebladet to
form Luthersk Ugeblad (Lutheran Weekly).
The Board of Trustees was instructed by the church to work out
a draft of rules for the business and to report its progress at the next
convention. The following are a few examples of the guidelines put
forth by the board:
The Danish Lutheran Publishing House shall be owned
directly by the United Danish Lutheran Church which
shall decide how much working capital shall be invested
in the business.
The purpose of the business shall be the publication of the
paper, and to publish and sell books to spread sound
Christian literature.
The Publishing House shall be governed by a Board of
Trustees consisting of seven members, four laymen and
three pastors. These men will be responsible for the selection of a business manager and the editor of Danskeren.
They shall also take an invoice of the whole business and
report the business' work and production to the church's
convention.
The business manager is in charge of the operations of the
business; however, he is subordinate to the convention
and the Board of Trustees and must follow their
decisions . 20
Another item dealing with the Publishing House was the
announcement of the election of Paul Petersen as business
manager. Petersen had taken over after the resignation of Hans
Andersen. One of his first responsibilities was to produce a new
invoice of the business ' assets and debts. At the next church
convention held in Albert Lea, Minnesota, in 1901, he reported that
the actual assets of the Publishing House were $30,764.24, and its
debts were $30,731.86. 21
The Publishing House experienced many financial problems in
the early years. The business had been started without any invested
capital. The original borrowed capital of $2,500 had to be increased
by new loans every time the business was to expand. The purchase
of Danskeren necessitated a large increase in working capital and
the debt of the enterprise rose to $31,880.81 in 1903. By 1909 it
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reached an alltime high of $36,301. The fact that the business was
being financed by loans put a severe strain on the resources of the
Publishing House. The interest payments alone were at times as
high as $2,000 per year. 22 To further add to the problems of the
young business, in April, 1909, a fire broke out and damaged the
building, though not beyond repair. Despite the insurance
settlement, the fire caused a heavy loss in tangible assets.
Finally, in 1917, the church decided to organize a drive to pay
off all its debts, including those of the Publishing House. The drive
was successful, bringing in about $60,000. At the church convention in 1918, the manager of the business was able to report that
their entire debt had been paid. 23 From that time on, despite the
constant losses sustained on most of the regular publications, the
Publishing House was on solid ground and the net worth of the
business increased from year to year.
Once the Publishing House was out from under its heavy debts
it was able to expand. In 1927, the church decided to purchase more
land in order to extend the building thirty feet to the east. This new
addition was used to house the press room on the ground floor and
the composing room on the second floor. By 1947, the business
again decided it needed more room. A seventy by thirty-eight foot
one-story building was added to house the presses and other
machinery. 24
Just as the Lutheran Publishing House was showing signs of
financial success, disaster struck. On February 15, 1953, at 3:00
a.m., a fire was discovered in the old two-story building. The Blair
Fire Department responded promptly and waged a nine hour fight
in near freezing temperatures . The fire had started in the basement
near the heating plant, which was a hot water boiler fired by a
stoker. 25 The fire destroyed the two-story building, but due to the
firemen's efforts, the new south addition was saved.
The most serious loss to the business was the destruction of all
the office records. A major loss for the church synod was the
destruction of the historical archives, located on the second floor in
the office of Pastor P. C. Jensen. Pastor Jensen had kept files on
every church, pastor, and other historical data which had been
accumulated over a twenty-year period. 26 The total loss was set at
about $100,000, of which the insurance paid $76,297 .67. However,
rebuilding had to wait for the approval of the church council, so
operations were set up in a building offered for that purpose by
Karl Christensen. 27
The church council approved the rebuilding of the business. It
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had been proposed that a seventy-two by twenty-two foot one
story, fireproof building be erected. The new building was
constructed for $29,000 and housed the offices, editorial room, and
mailing department. 28
The Lutheran Publishing House (the word Danish had been
dropped in 1943) continued to serve the United Evangelical
Lutheran Church until it merged with the Evangelical Lutheran, the
American Lutheran, and the Lutheran Free Church to form the
American Lutheran Church in 1960. A number of years before the
merger had taken place, however, the Publishing House had begun
to operate the Book of Books Store in Omaha in conjunction with
the American Lutheran Church and its publishing outlet, the
Wartburg Press. The Publishing House for its part received seven

PSALMEBOG
FOR

KIRKE

OG HJEM

BLAIR, NEB.
DANISH

LUTH. PUBL.
1918

- 41 -

HOUSE

percent of the total combined business of the store. 29 With the
merger, though, the publishing institutions of the various churches
were merged into the Augsburg Publishing House in Minneapolis .
The plant in Blair continued to print for Augsburg until September,
1963, when it was closed and the site was donated to Dana
College. 30 Today the buildings still stand in downtown Blair, as a
clothing store and a restaurant.
Through the years, the Lutheran Publishing House printed a
number of different newspapers as well as Bibles, hymnals, and
religious books. In the beginning, the language was, naturally,
almost exclusively Danish. Most of the books were imported from
Denmark in the early years, but gradually these were superceded
by reprint editions published in Blair. A very small number of
original works were also published, mainly books by P. S. Vig and
I. M. Hansen.
As the second generation of Danish Americans grew up, it was
realized that the English language would eventually be used more
than the mother tongue. The first English book to be published was
a translation of Bishop Balslev' s Explanation of Luther's Catechism
in 1903. A Sunday School paper, The Little Lutheran, was begun in
1915. But it was not until 1927 that a paper was published for
adults, The Ansgar Lutheran. This paper was by far the greatest
step forward in the introduction of the English language into the
United Danish Church. The president of the church, Pastor N. C.
Carlsen, wrote that this paper, "will give us the opportunity to
present the cause of our church to many more than we have been
able to reach in the past. 31
The transition from Danish to English was not an easy process.
Danskeren and the church's youth paper, De Unges Blad i America
(The Youth Paper in America), began introducing English into their
papers during the First World War. In 1917, one of the pastors
wrote: "De Unges Blad is written partly in Danish, partly in
English. Some of our young people can read the Danish only and
others the English only, but then there is also a great number who
read both languages. " 32 Although this arrangement worked for a
while, it was not long before the youth of the church petitioned for
an equal portion of English and Danish, and later for a completely
English language paper. But the argument against this claimed that
those who had recently come to America would be unable to read
the papers. The editors of the Publishing House's papers were faced
with two very different readers. The first were those of non-Danish
nationally, especially new members in mission congregations who
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had to be addressed in English. The second group were those who
loved the Danish language. 33 At first, the transition caused a
financial burden for the business since much of the work had to
be duplicated in the English language. However, the question
gradually answered itself. The circulation of the Danish language
papers slowly fell of as the older subscribers died. This
corresponded with a rapid growth in the circulation of The Ansgar
Lutheran, which by 1960 had reached 12,065 copies, where as
Luthersk Ugeblad had fallen from a high of 4,700 in 1929 to only
854 in 1960. 34
The Lutheran Publishing House, despite the fact that debts and
inexperienced management handicapped the business, was of great
value to the church. Through its publications, the Publishing
House enabled the United Danish Church to keep its members in
touch with what was going on, not only in the church, but in
Denmark, Europe, and America. The hymnals, Bibles, and
Christian books printed aided the congregations in worship and
helped to keep the church spiritually strong. The enterprise enabled
the early immigrants to keep in touch with their motherland as well
as one another, while slowly integrating them into their chosen
home. The papers also kept the young people in touch with the
language of their parents. The success of the Publishing House can
never be measured; its workers served their God and their church
to the utmost of their ability. Through their devoted service, the
Lutheran Publishing House truly did "bring the books" for the
United Evangelical Lutheran Church.
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A Short History of the Life
of N. J.Blagen
Introduction

In 1920 the Danish immigrant Niels Jensen Blagen looked back
on his long, vigorous life, fifty years of which had been spent in the
United States, and composed the autobiographical sketch which
follows . Perhaps it was characteristic of N. J. Blagen that, as a man
of action, he did not spend more time than he did recounting his
remarkable career as a builder and lumberman in the Pacific
Northwest. In an English that sometimes betrays through unusual
phrasing the writer's foreign origin, Blagen takes the reader from
1850 and Rabylille on the island of M0n to 1920 and Portland,
Oregon. With selective memory he focuses on events in his life and
their significance for him at the age of seventy. The very special
fascination of this immigrant's memories stems from the fact that
his adult career was closely linked with the development of the
Pacific Northwest from the late 1870's through the early decades of
the 1900's.
N. J. Blagen was, in fact, one of the individuals, most of whose
names are missing in history books, who actually built the cities,
industries, and transportation systems of Oregon and Washington
one hundred years ago. Major financiers and speculators such as
William S. Ladd, George Markle, and Henry Villard are
remembered in the annals of Portland for the projects their money
paid for. In the construction trades it was men like N. J. Blagen, on
the second level of entrepreneurship, who personally directed the
work of building railroads, mills, and the urban architecture of the
time. Unlike tens of thousands of Scandinavian-Americans who
remained workers and subcontractors all their lives in New York,
Boston, Chicago, and points west, Blagen initiated a highly
successful career as a private builder and millman. All of this is
described in Blagen's terms in his "Short History." It is, in fact, the
shortness of the history that prompts these introductory comments
-4 5-

aimed at filling in the context and highlighting the significance of
the work to which Blagen may devote only a few lines or a few
paragraphs. These remarks will not do full justice to the topics
Blagen's life brings up for discussion, such as the early architecture
of Portland and the booming lumber business of Grays Harbor,
Washington. Readers with special interest in railroad construction
will likewise miss a more ample report on the enormous
engineering achievements in 1886-87 when the Northern Pacific
Railroad crested the Washington Cascades at Stampede Pass. B. J.
Blagen's career invites many explanatory asides.
We are startled by the first personal memory Blagen retrieves
from early childhood in the mid-1850's . The death, by drowning in
the Baltic, of three older brothers and sisters, evoked an innocent
lack of comprehension in the four-year-old boy. His subsequent
memories of family life in Denmark remind us that childhood, at
least as far as playful leisure is concerned, typically ended before
puberty. Looking back, N. J. Blagen seems not to have resented the
need in working-class families for mere youngsters to be as
productive as their strength and skills permitted. He remembers
precisely the wages - eight dollars for the season - he was paid as
a gooseherd at the age of eight. Already at the age of twelve Blagen
showed inventive skills as a commercial fisherman that seem to
predict the adult who took pleasure in a job well done and in the
tangible rewards of competitive work. This thread is woven by
Blagen through his autobiography: creative hard work and the
capacity to respond to challenges in the rough-and-tumble world
of business. Yet Blagen reminds us through several anecdotes that
he was a fairminded man who would not give short weight,
although he himself received it often enough, not the least at the
hands of his father in Denmark.
Blagen's father appears in these memories as a dark, ambiguous
figure, a man "who was not given to praise his children at all or
give us credit for anything." Still, the son had no small amount of
strained affection for his irascible fathe.r:. Blagen quotes his father:
"I don't know what I'm going to do now when Niels leaves me, but
I want to say this, there is something to him and he will make a
mark for himself in the world ." Can we suspect that Niels Blagen
expended considerable effort in his life proving his worth to the
critical father of his childhood? Many motivations of dynamic
people spring from the child's need to be valued and loved by
closest relatives long since gone. In any case the elder Blagen was
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influential in ways not entirely disclosed by the factual account of
his son's life.
Forced by his father to go to sea as a sailor around the age of
fifteen, Blagen despised the conditions he endured but especially
rebelled at the tyranny to which boys were subjected at the hands
of mates and officers on merchant ships. (Similar humiliations were
often the lot of soldiers and explains why draft-dodging was a
minor cause of emigration.) In a reflective comment on labormanagement relations in the 1860's and 1920's, Blagen condemns
the cruelty of authoritarian masters but frowns equally in 1920 on a
working place where the laborers, through collective power we
presume, dictate to highly trained professionals how a job shall be
accomplished. As a mature, sensitive adult, Blagen saw firsthand

"The Blagen Block," Portland, Oregon
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the severe conditions that gave life to the union movement in
industrial America. We do not learn directly from the autobiographical sketch how he, as the employer of thousands of
workers over the decades, personally dealt with the dilemma of
balancing workers' rights with the initiatives and wishes of the
"boss."
To be a draftee in the Danish Army was far from the twentyyear-old Blagen's wish in 1870, and there seems to have been little
at all to hold him in Denmark. Happenstance and a ticket bought
with a loan brought him, hungry but none the worse for wear, to
Albert Lea, Minnesota, in the spring of 1871. Farm work in
southern Minnesota was brief prelude to several years (1871-76) in
Chicago, where he quickly earned enough in construction work to
pay the passage for his brother and sister. As a capable carpenter
and draftsman Blagen picked up the skills necessary to be a
contractor, but in early 1876 he lost all his money to some sharp
operators "by a smooth trick of law" permissible under the statutes
of Illinois. Discouraged in the Midwest, he arrived in San Francisco
in 1876 and later, in 1877, in Astoria, Oregon.
On the Pacific coast, at the mouth of the Columbia River,
Blagen returned to the livelihood he had learned well as a boy:
commercial fishing on a moderately large scale. A certain
reluctance to take risks with his money, and the drowning of his
brother Peter in 1880 turned Niels Blagen from Columbia River
fishing back to "mechanical work." Following a stint in The Dalles,
where he built the courthouse and other structures, Blagen
submitted the lowest bid on the project known in the history of
Portland as the Portland Flouring Mills. Located on the east shore
of the Willamette River in (then) Albina, the mills, completed in
1883, were described by a contemporary: "The flour mills occupy
two immense buildings of seven stories in height, and turn out a
product that not only feeds our own people, but goes the world
over. 1 William S. Ladd was the financier and speculator who
incorporated the mills. When he died in 1893, about half his estate
consisted of 4000 acres of undeveloped real estate in the Portland
and Tacoma areas. This illustrates with what manner of men
Blagen was dealing at this point in his career. The Pacific
Northwest, and Portland in particular, were a boom region in the
United States. The Willamette Valley offered superb conditions for
agriculture and growth; the world of high finance invested heavily
in the future of the region, and the key to that future was convenient and continuous railway connections with the "inland empire"
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between the Cascades and the Rocky Mountains and, continuing
eastward, with the Midwest.
The engineering problem that vexed the railroad builders of the
1870' s was the seemingly impassable topography of the Cascade
Mountains. The Northern Pacific Railroad, chartered by Congress
in 1864, was built with hundreds of millions in stocks and bonds
bought by American and foreign investors. But money alone was
not enough, for no satisfactory route through the Cascades was
found to directly link Minneapolis with Puget Sound. An alternate
route down the Columbia River to Portland was chosen. From
Portland a branch line would go north to Tacoma and Seattle, but
this was a secondary and dependent status the financial interests in
the Puget Sound cities deplored. Henry Villard, the Portland-based
president of the Northern Pacific from the late 1870's until 1883,
favored the Columbia River route for the simple reason that it
promoted his business interests. But with his departure in 1883, no
obstacle stood in the way of a renewed effort to locate a Cascade
crossing that would bypass Portland and go directly to TacomaSeattle (as required by the charter and landgrants of 1864). Such a
crossing was finally identified by surveyors: Garfield Pass, later
renamed Stampede Pass, seventy-three miles east of Tacoma.
The direct Cascade route to Tacoma and Seattle required the
construction of new rail from Pasco westward over the mountains,
and it was on the most difficult portion of the route, deep in the
Cascades, that N. J. Blagen was a contractor to help build the
railroad. Not only did he oversee the construction of bridges and
trestles from Ellensburg to a point near Green River Hot Springs, he
also supplied ties for all this section of the line and timber for the
Stampede Tunnel, the 1.8 mile-long bore through the mountain at
an elevation of 2852 feet. The Cascade route and tunnel together
shortened the distance from Chicago to Seattle by 117 miles, but
before the tunnel was completed in 1887 a system of railway
switchbacks was built by N . J. Blagen and others over the summit,
bypassing the tunnel under construction. Eight miles of torturous
track, with grades as steep as 5.6%, were required to go slightly
over two horizontal miles. This temporary switchback system was
finished in June 1887; the tunnel was opened in May 1888. The
switchback system engineered by N. J. Blagen and his associates
was a minor miracle of railroading, but not heavy loads could be
carried on it. The Northern Pacific gladly abandoned it when
Stampede Tunnel opened the following year. Blagen noted "that
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work in the Cascade Mountains in '86 and '87 was very severe on
me and I shall always feel the effect of it."
In 1888 N. J. Blagen built a structure, unmentioned in "A Short
History," which is today a landmark in the historically important
architecture of Portland, Oregon. At the comer of NW 1st Avenue
and Couch Street stands the "Blagen Block," a four-story
commercial structure built for $50,000 to house the business of W.
C. Noon and Co., a manufacturer of canvas and canvas products.
For this project Blagen hired the prominent Portland architect
Warren H. Williams, who chose cast-iron for the building material.
In so doing he was following the mode of his time. Decorative castiron fronts were a feature of architecture in San Francisco already
in the 1850's. By the 1880's both San Francisco and Portland were
notable for the number of cast-iron fronted buildings gracing the
cities. But the disastrous earthquake and fire of 1906 severed San
Francisco's architectural link with its past. Today Portland vies
with New York City in its collection of preserved iron-fronted
structures, and among these the "Blagen Block" is a fine example.
The embellishments of the iron front - eleven-foot columns and
three-foot-high arches - bespeak the commercial prosperity of late
nineteenth-century Portland. The Blagen Block is a grand survivor
from a period when its style was typical of the city's appearance. 2
In the final decades of his active career Blagen turned again to
lumber, the paramount industry in the Pacific Northwest and the
one to which so many Scandinavian immigrants were attracted. In
1904 Blagen built a modern sawmill in Hoquiam in Grays Harbor.
Grays Harbor, famous and infamous for its wild mill towns
(Aberdeen, Cosmopolis, Hoquiam), thrived on immense stands of
prime Douglas fir in the vicinity. One particularly dense stand,
measuring thirty-six square miles, was profitably
logged
3
continuously for thirty years. Blagen's plant - Grays Harbor
Lumber Company - eventually had a 1, 100-foot wharf for the
water-transport of timber and employed up to 850 people. In the
1920's the sawmill was converted to electric power, and its
independent production was sufficient to supply electricity to the
Grays Harbor Railway and Light Co. when the need arose. When
N. J. Blagen retired to Portland in 1919, his sons Clarence, Henry,
and Frank continued the thriving business in Hoquaim. 4
Niels Jensen Blagen and Johanna Marie Erickson (born in
Holmestrand, Norway) were married in San Francisco in 1876.
They were the parents of seven children: Emma, Walter, Clarence,
Florence, Henry, Frank, and Celeste, of whom Walter died in
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childhood. The printing here of "A Short History" has been made
possible by N. J. Blagen 's daughter Celeste B. Blomquist and a
nephew , Frank Blagen. Mrs. Blomquist's memories of certain
details appear as footnotes to the text.
The text has been edited to the extent that some punctuation has
been added or changed to improve readability . A few sentences
have been slightly modified in the same spirit . In the interest of
space two short sections have been deleted. In the first pages of "A
Short History" Blagen provides his very critical view of Christian
IX as Danish monarch. While interesting, it is not in the least
autobiographical. The story of a fight with a mill owner's
pampered son was dropped; it does not materially add to our
picture of Blagen's youth. Finally, Blagen's list of his children was
moved to this introduction.

by NIELSJ.BLAGEN
I was born July 18th, 1850, at Rabylille S0, Stege, M0en,
Denmark , Europe . I was born during the time when my father , Jens
Peter Anderson Blagen, was serving in the war with Germany
during the years 1848 and 1851 when the Germans were trying to
take Sleswig-Holstein from Denmark . As Denmark was comparatively unprepared for war, the Germans with an army of 40,000
men overran all of the western part of Denmark. This came
unexpectedly upon the Danish Army , but in a short time they
organized 8,000 men that drove the Germans back into their own
country and won a decisive victory, but in 1864 they renewed the
fight after the death of King Christian VII . . ...
While the foregoing has nothing in particular to do with the
history of my life, yet the chances are that it has had a material
influence on my whole life's career for the reason that Denmark
was a military nation just for the reason that they never knew when
Germany was going to fall upon them and kill and destroy them
and take as mu~h of the country as they wanted. This meant that I
would have to.be drafted in the military service in a very short time
had I remained in Denmark, and having heard my father tell of the
horrible experiences in the four years of war in which he was
wounded three times, I had my mind fully made up that I would
not serve a country that was training their young men to military
service and then have the King who controlled it sell out part of
their country to the Germans just for political honor and position,
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and, therefore, I left for what I considered a more prom1smg
country for a young man, which I will explain more fully later.
Our family consisted of three boys and four girls. I was the
fourth. As stated, I was born during my father 's absence in the war,
the youngest of four children. They say I was very delicate and was
not expected to live. Under the rule and belief of the Lutheran
Church it was necessary for a child to be baptized or christened in
order to enter the Kingdom of Heaven, and it was always
customary to sprinkle little children very young, and in my case it
had to be hurried for fear I would die. As the minister could not be
secured in time, the school teacher was authorized under the law to
administer this ordinance, which was done, but they say that
immediately after this I refused to die and became better and got
perfectly well. As my mother had only about $2.50 a month from
the Government for the support of herself and family when father
was in the war, it became necessary for her to go out to work, and
while so doing she locked us four children in the house, I being the
baby, and I can only imagine what kind of times we all had, but
nevertheless, that part of it came out all right.
When I was at the age of four and one-half years the three older
than I, a girl twelve, a girl eight, and a boy six, ventured out on the
ice on the ocean one winter day to see a great iceberg that had
formed about three-quarters of a mile offshore. In approaching the
iceberg from the shore side they came upon new ice that had just
been formed during the night and broke through. All three were
drowned. One of the earliest recollections of my childhood is that
when I was told my brother was drowned I thought immediately,
"Swell, I will get his clothes," and I was very anxious to have them
because I thought he was dressed like a boy and I was dressed like a
girl. About two days later when they brought in the bodies and I
saw blood coming from his ear, then I changed my mind and felt
sorry because then I realized he was hurt. My next recollection was
where they were laid out, all three of them, and there was a white
spread over them which was not to be touched, of course, by the
children, but I would invariably go there and throw off one corner
so I could see their faces and I could not understand why they
would not get up and play with me.
At the age of six I was sent to the public school, which, by the
way, were very good schools even in that day, but my people were
comparatively poor and at the age of eight I was sent to herd geese
for the summer season while I was out of school and my
compensation for it was $8.00 for the season, which at that time
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seemed considerable money to me. The beginning of this employment was quite pleasant and I got along fine until one day I
remember very plainly that while I was out in the field herding the
geese, about thirty-two of them, I laid down between two potato
rows and looked up into the clouds admiring them, especially
because my mother had told me that my two sisters and brother
were up in heaven, and while looking up and watching and
thinking about this, and believing, as my mother had told me, that
I should see them some day, I got sleepy and went sound asleep.
The geese went into the wheat field and helped themselves until
some of them were ready to burst, as they had overeaten. At this
time the proprietor came along and called for his herder, who was
not to be found, but after chasing the geese out of the field I woke
and got up, and he took a stick and gave me one of the worst
lickings I ever had, and while I felt that I deserved it in a way, I
thought he overdid it and I resented it, and made up my mind then
and there that I was going to find a way out of it if I could. The next
morning bright and early, after I had done the chores, I took what
little belongings I had and I struck out for the ocean beach which
was only a short distance from the farm, and there I was out of
sight on account of a bluff that was immediately back of the shore
line, and escaped to my home which was about three miles away.
When I reached home I faced another difficulty because my father
wanted to know what was the matter and why I ran away, and
when I told him he promised me another good, sound, thrashing,
which I got, but at the same time I was stubborn enough to refuse
to go back. A few hours later the farmer appeared and wanted my
father to compel me to go back, which would have been done had
they not gotten into a heated controversy and discussion. My
father got angry and was going to whip him and altogether it
resulted in my being allowed to stay at home with a promise that I
was to be treated pretty severely to show me that that kind of
running away from employment would not be tolerated.
In the meantime I went back to school again and continued
reasonably steady during the school months, which were only
about six months in the year.
My father was in the fishing business on the Baltic Sea and this
was not a bad business at all if it had been carefully and systematically followed in a businesslike way. When I was twelve years of
age I contrived some fishing nets which I placed in an outlet from a
fresh water lake to the ocean where I had noticed there was a large
amount of fish during certain seasons of the year. The first night
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that I had one of these nets installed I got it so full of fish that it
could not be taken out, but had to be cut open and the fish taken
out one at a time. I sold these fish at a very good price and was doing remarkably well making considerable money. While it did not
amount to so very much it seemed a great deal to me . My father,
however, was a man who did not believe in encouraging his boys to
do things for themselves, but to do it all for him, and as soon as he
found out he compelled me to give him every cent I had made.
This, of course, discouraged me to some extent, but I went on
nevertheless and did fairly well for some time.
At about this time I fell in with quite a number of Swedish
fishermen, who came over from the southern part of Sweden to fish
a kind of speckled flounder that abounds in the Baltic, but under
the International Laws they were not allowed to come nearer the
Danish Coast than four miles, that is, to fish, but they came ashore
to buy provisions and such supplies as they needed from time to
time, and while they were trying to teach me Swedish and having a
good deal of fun at my expense, an old Swede one day asked me if I
wouldn't like to go on a fishing trip with them, and boylike, of
course, I was ready to go and did, and I noticed that when they
pulled out these nets that had been standing a couple of days a long
distance from the shore they filled these great big fishing boats with
fish that were very valuable. They had open compartments in these
boats where the fish were put into and the sides of these compartments were perforated with holes so that the water could flow
through continually and keep the fish alive until they reach
Copenhagen, Stockholm, or other important cities where they
disposed of them.
While on this fishing trip I began to think that if there was such
an amount of fish four miles offshore, what would be immediately
inside of there, where they were not allowed to fish, and the Danes
had never at that time learned to catch any of these fish and knew
nothing about them. I was wondering how I could get some kind of
a net and see if there were any fish or not. In looking around I
happened to see an old net in the back of the boat and asked what it
was for and why didn't they put it out. They answered it was too
old and decayed and would not hold fish and when they got home
they would just throw it away but would save the line, lead and
cork. I was wondering if I couldn't buy it and so I asked the old
man if he wouldn't sell it to me. He laughed and said , "Yes, you can
have it for $3.00." I didn't have $3.00, but after getting ashore I
managed to get the money from my mother, or at least in some way
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I got it and bought the net. I knew very well that it was too far gone
to expect to fish with it, but I knew enough about making nets at
that time that if I could only get the pattern, that is, size of the
mesh, kind of twine, size of line, lead and cork, and all the other
dimensions, I could easily make new nets.
My brother who was a year and a half younger than I had been
trained to the ocean as well as myself from the time we were very
small so that we were fully capable at this time to take a boat and
go out in the ocean. We put out this old net to try and see what
would happen. The next morning it was so full of fish that we could
not get it into the boat without it just tearing to pieces and we had
to do the best we could with all kinds of hooks to drag the fish and
net in. But the problem had been solved. We knew now that fish
were there and we knew how to make the nets.
We then started in rather a secret sort of way to make nets little
by little for we had no money and my father was not the kind of
man who would encourage us in any way to do a thing of this kind
because to him it seemed foolish. Nevertheless, we fished a little
and made nets from the proceeds, which my father allowed us until
he saw we were doing well. Then he took it all. In the meantime we
had developed an industry that was paying remarkably well and if
we had been only a little bit encouraged in our work and allowed to
keep a good percentage of the money we could have developed an
industry that would have been a little fortune to any ordinary man,
for we two boys for the period of about four months each summer
would make from $50.00 to $75.00 every night and that, in that
country, was a fortune, and it could have been developed
considerably more, as already stated, if we had had the right kind
of backing and encouragement.
We managed to keep our contrivance a secret for four years, or
practically so. Of course, people knew that we were doing this
fishing business, but they thought it was all foolish, but at the end
of four years it leaked out and then all the fishermen on the coast
developed it and it has become a very important industry which is
still carried on to this day. No doubt it would have been developed
in some other way without me having anything to do with it, but
the point is that I had four years' advantage over the others and it
would have been enough time to have established a very
substantial business enterprise and make considerable money
before the others got into it.
At the time I was thirteen and fourteen years of age I handled
my father 's fishing business and was in charge of the boats in the
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open ocean, having older men working under me. While I had
many a narrow escape, yet I never had an accident and no one was
ever hurt or harmed in any way while out on the ocean with me.
The fishing I now refer to was more of a larger and older
established business, namely, such as herring, codfish and other
kinds of fish that we got in great quantities certain seasons of the
year. This could also have been made a much more profitable
business than it was had it been handled in a more businesslike
way. I remember one occasion when I was sent away for two
weeks, lying on the open ocean most of the time, going in just long
enough to dispose of the catch which was very large, and during
those two weeks we averaged over $100.00 a night, and when you
consider that a man's labor was worth from 10 to 15 cents a day at
that time, this was doing remarkably well. If my father would have
allowed us to invest the money we were making to expand the
business we could have done a great deal more, and that was what I
was striving for all the time because I was inclined to be ambitious
to do something beyond the ordinary boy. I didn 't consider that I
was so capable, or that I was particularly smart, or anything of that
kind, but I had a great ambition that I wanted to do something that
the average boy could not do, or did not do, but I did not get very
far because my father would invariably take the money, no matter
how much we made and spend it sometimes very foolishly, as he
was inclined to go off on a spree. He was not a man that would
drink every day to any extent, but when he did go off for several
days he would drink quite heavily and also gamble. That meant
that we were always kept in poverty.
I might say in passing that I continued fairly steady in school
until I was fourteen or a little over, but as the school season was
short it gave me a good deal of time to attend to other things, such
as fishing in season, and besides we always got up very early in the
morning along about four o'clock, sometimes earlier, and had to do
considerable work before school hours and the same way in the
evening after school.
I was quite mechanically inclined. From the earliest time I can
remember I was making various things . I even went so far as to
make different articles and sell them when I was only nine and ten
years old and at the age of fourteen on my own hook I put a stock
on a double barreled shotgun and finished it, and when completed
my father was so proud of it that he called in a gunsmith and asked
him about it, and the gunsmith told him it was done as well as he
could do, and while my father was not given to praise his children
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at all or give us credit for anything, yet I could plainly see that he
took considerable pride in showing this to different people. I made
a good many small boats and ships, rigged them out and sold
several of them.
When I finished school my father had already for several years
impressed upon me that I should go to sea and start in as a sailor.
This was against my whole being and I rebelled, but without avail.
He forced me to go. I went out and was gone for a little over a year,
sailing in ships around to different ports of Europe, but the more I
sailed the less I liked it as I thought it was the most horrible life that
a person could contemplate and there was no future to it.
On one of my trips coming back from Scotland to Denmark we
struck one of the most serious storms that I have ever known or
encountered. We were left adrift for a number of days and drifted
a long ways up north and got into a very cool atmosphere. We lost
a number of our sails, part of the rigging, part of our masts and
were in a very sore, dilapidated condition. I was only a mere boy
and had only hired out as a boy, but owing to the fact that I had
had so much experience with fishing boats, handling them under all
conditions in the open ocean I was thoroughly trained to steer, and,
therefore, I could steer the ship better than any sailor on board, and
as I was on the Captain's watch he made it a practice to leave me at
the wheel to steer the ship eight hours at a time while he was down
in the cabin taking it easy or reading his papers, except when I had
some important work to do aloft, then he would come and take the
wheel and I would have to go up into the rigging and take the place
of a sailor. This was really beyond my capacity and very dangerous
because I had not had the experience, and I remember so well one
dark night that one of the sails aloft had to be taken in. I was sent
up together with some other sailors to do this job. Everything was
covered with ice. As I went up in my mind I bid my mother goodbye because I felt sure I could never come down alive again. It was
a frightful experience. I was out at the end of one of the yards
which was being dipped into the ocean and several times I went
clear into the water myself and came out again. I think I was up
there fully an hour under these conditions and I had no idea
whatsoever that it was possible for me to return again to the deck
of the ship, but I did .
Then I was again put to the wheel to steer the ship and after
several days the storm calmed and it became perfectly calm and
there was not a bit of air stirring, but a very heavy swell was
rolling, and, of course, rolled the ship from side to side. This
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became very monotonous and I was frightfully tired out and I went
to sleep at the wheel. The first mate happened to see me and while
there was no harm being done, nor could any other sailing ship
move because there was absolutely no wind, the mate when he saw
me asleep took a very small block and reeved a little line through it
and then he came up and struck me with that block, and, of course,
I soon woke up and he kept on hitting me with that block wherever
he managed to strike me until I got very angry, but I did nothing. I
made up my mind that that was too much to stand and I would get
even with the fellow. A few nights later when we were starting on
our homeward journey we ran into a heavy breeze and the ship was
leaning over considerably under the pressure of the wind and we
had to reeve the lower sails. I was at the wheel. This mate was
reeving the sail next to me and leaning over the leeside of the ship
where the water was constantly washing over the deck. I thought it
was an opportunity for me to get even by watching my chance,
and, just as a swell was coming, catch him by the leg and dip him
into the ocean. He would be gone and no one would know how it
happened. I left the wheel twice to do it, but somehow or other
something checked me and as good luck would have it I did not do
it which I have always been thankful for that I escaped that awful
thing which might have been a very dark spot in my mind all my
life because there is no doubt but what I would have suffered
untold agony and regret as long as I lived. While he had so
seriously wronged me, it was so customary to do those days that it
was really nothing out of the way. Every boy was treated that way
who went to sea, and while it might seem frightfully cruel, and it
was, yet at the same time it had a mighty good effect, and while the
officers in charge would go to extremes along that line we have
today swung over to the other extreme where the officer has
practically nothing to say about the management of the ship and it
is left to an inferior man who knows absolutely nothing about the
control or management of a ship on the ocean. That is to say, today
a man without brains wants to dictate to the fellow who has been
trained to that particular position and I don't know which is the
worse of the two evils.
On our return from this trip to the southern coast of Norway
and the western part of Denmark we found ships stranded and
some of them so high and dry that farmers were plowing and
sowing around the ships. The water had been that high and the
storm had been one of the most severe ones that had ever struck
that part of the world. On one little island only sixteen miles long
-58-

we found twenty-seven ships stranded and beyond recovery and a
great many lives had been iost.
It was customary for boys when they first went to sea to serve
as cook on a small vessel and this fell to my lot on one of my first
trips where I hired out for $6.00 a month. I knew very little, if
anything, about cooking and about the second day we were out to
sea I was told to cook rice. I did not know anything about cooking
it, but having heard my mother say that salt herring should be
boiled five minutes, I thought that was the solution. So I boiled rice
five minutes and served it to the Captain and the mate and I never
heard the last of this rice as long as I was within the sound of their
voices. This was not the only experience I had in learning to cook,
but with a good punishment occasionally that pretty nearly took
the skin off my back, I soon learned and got along fairly well.
Afterwards I shipped on a larger ship and my salary was raised to
the amount of $8.00 per month, which to me seemed very large,
but, of course, after paying all necessary expenses and clothing I
did not have much of a fortune left.
On my return home I well remember arriving at about twelve
o'clock at night and had to call my father out of his sleep to open
the door and let me in. By that time my mother was awake. I sat
down and talked to them for a few minutes and then said to my
father, "Well, father, I am through going to sea." His answer was,
"I thought so. You never will amount to anything." That sank so
deep into my whole being that it discouraged me for I really
thought that he was right for I had already had some experience
and none had proved very satisfactory or successful.
When I did not want to go to sea he said, "Then I am going to
make a miller out of you," so the next move was to set me to work
in a flour mill, one of those with four wings covered with sails and
propelled by the wind and of the style of the windmills you see in
Holland, and one or two are now on exhibition in the Golden Gate
Park in San Francisco.
As I had been raised on the farm, or at least in the country
where we had a certain amount of land to cultivate, I was well used
to farm labor and every kind of work connected with it, and,
besides, my muscles and strength were very well developed and I
could carry the biggest sacks of wheat they had in this mill, and this
came in handy for the miller who otherwise would have to carry
them. Besides, my experience at sea to go up aloft gave me an
advantage in climbing the wings of the mill to trim the sails to suit
the pressure of the wind. So for this and other reasons I got into the
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good graces of the miller so he was ready to do anything for me
that he could, but as misfortune seemed to follow me, it so
happened that the owner of the mill was a well-to-do man living in
luxury who had a worthless boy who tried to do a little work
around the mill occasionally, such as shovel wheat and handle
grain in various ways, and this was very much against the boy's
will, and he, of course, was trying to get out of it . His father was
foolish enough to supply him with a lot of money that he wouldn't
know how to spend except foolishly, and consequently he got into
the wrong crowd and got to drinking very heavily and sometimes
came home and abused me because I was nothing but a hired boy
who was not considered as good as a good dog in those days ..... .
In the meantime I had three uncles on my mother 's side who
seemed to have a little better opinion of me than I had myself , and
knowing that I was quite mechanically inclined they helped me to
get a chance to learn the carpenter's trade which they knew was the
only thing that I had any desire for. As a matter of fact I never
thought of anything else and it seemed my whole ambition in life
was to be a carpenter and mechanic in that line .
For a number of years I had to peddle fish . We had a little
wagon and when we didn't have enough for a team I would take
this little wagon and start out about four in the morning and go to
the city and peddle from house to house and sell this fish and return
home usually at three and four in the afternoon. Frequently on
these trips passing by carpenter shop and other places where
mechanical work was being done, I would stop and forget myself
entirely when I looked at the mechanics doing their work . This also
happened at times in cabinet makers' shops where they were doing
fine work. In this way I got quite an insight into mechanical work
and the one of these uncles of mine made it possible for me to get
quite a training in this line and at the same time learn the
carpenters' trade. In that country it was necessary to take some
instructions in mechanical drawing and that gave me a little start.
In the meantime at certain seasons of the year at least for several
years I took charge of my father's fishing business and handled it in
a very satisfactory way. That is to say that it seemed to be perfectly
satisfactory to him and other people that were in the same business
seemed to think that I was getting along very nicely, and, of course,
as I grew older I felt that I should have a little income.
I might say by the way that during the time I learned my trade I
served practically three years without getting a cent and what I had
to have for my support and for a little clothes I had to earn in odd
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hours outside of my twelve hours a day that I put in learning the
trade.
I asked my father many times if he wouldn't allow me a little
something for my work, which he had not done up to this time.
After repeated requests he finally agreed to give me 10 percent of all
I could make in the fishing business, but I made so much money for
him that he refused to pay it as it ran up too much altogether, and
all that I got out of it as near as I remember was enough to buy a
good suit of clothes which was the first and only good suit I had
had up to that time, and I had $48.00 left. This $48.00 I managed to
hide and finally buried in the earth and hid it for a long time,
thinking some day it might come in very handy for me.
At the time I was twenty years of age my brother and I went on
quite an extensive fishing trip, fishing herring. I was in full charge
of the boat and all connected with it, having complete charge of
everything. We were away from home some time , fishing in the
open ocean, going ashore from time to time in a harbor where we
could sell the herring. During this trip we made a clear profit of
about $100.00 per day for each and every day we were away,
showing that the fishing business could have been made very
profitable if it had been properly handled and extended in a way
that we do in this country.
On our return home after this fishing tour my father being
somewhat irritated or grieved over something gave me notice that I
was to leave his home. I answered immediately that I would be glad
to comply with his request. All I had in the world was $48.00,
which was buried, so that it was quite a problem for me to leave,
but nevertheless from that moment my mind was firmly fixed that I
would seek some new sphere of operation to make my fortune if
there was any in store for me. I do not think that he meant what he
said, but I know I meant what I said and made all preparations to
leave as soon as possible.
In the meantime, as already stated heretofore, it was getting
along toward the time when I would be drafted into the army,
which was against my best judgment for me to consider if there was
some way of escaping, and having heard of the United States of
America for many years and the opportunities that were there I
made up my mind that the only thing for me to do was to try to get
to this country if I could get some help to get over.
It so happened because of my knowledge of handling boats in
the ocean that one of the senators and prominent public men of the
nation lived within a short distance of my home, and he was a great
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lover of hunting and I took great pleasure in taking him out
whenever I had the time in one of our boats. I sailed the boat for
him and he did the shooting of ducks, geese, swan and other game.
I had done this for a number of years from time to time so he had
taken a great liking to me. He happened to have a son about my
own age and I was frequently invited to his house to play with this
boy. This was in 1870 and the following spring a brother of this
senator was going to immigrate to the United States and also one of
his sisters who was married and had fourteen children.
I went to him and told him my trouble and asked him if there
was not some way that he could devise plans that I could be
assisted with, what little money I needed to come to this country
and earn the money here and pay it back. He told his brother and
asked him to advance the money for me, saying that if I failed to
pay it back, he would. The result was that I was now provided with
transportation so that I got ready and went with these two families.
As already stated, one of them had fourteen children and the other
had two, so the party made altogether, twenty, besides myself.
When the day came my father never mentioned anything that
came to my knowledge about my departure, but he told this man in
my absence "I don't know what I am going to do now when Niels
leaves me, but I want to say this there is something to him and he
will make a mark for himself in this world."
I do not want it to appear that my father was bad altogether, for
he had a good many good sides to him. He was very quick and
active and I have an idea that he made a very good soldier because
there seemed to be very little fear in him, and he was not a bit
afraid of work as long as he stayed away from liquor, and while he
was quick tempered and would do things hastily at times, yet he
did a great many kind things, but when he was on one of his sprees
he became quite unreasonable and subjected us children to pretty
severe treatment, and as I was the oldest I had to bear the brunt.
My mother was just the opposite . She was a very sincere
Christian woman, kind hearted and was ready and willing to suffer
anything for the good of her children as well as her husband and
others. She always had a very good influence over us children,
frequently gathering us around her in the twilight hours and talking
to us earnestly about how we should live and how we should do to
others, to be kind and true and always to do that which was right,
and I know that that influence never left me and many times in my
younger days as I went out into the world her sayings and her
influence were quite a controlling factor in my life. She always had
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great confidence in me and whatever I did seemed always to be
right. In carrying on the fishing business, as heretofore stated, she
always thought that I was quick and active and always knew what
to do, but on the other hand she thought that my brother was
rather slow and easy-going compared with me and often would
find fault with him because he did not get around quick enough.
When I had to get up about four o'clock in the morning to go out
and sell fish or else go on the ocean she would invariably get up and
make a cup of coffee and when she went to wake me it was almost
impossible for me to get my eyes open but when she could get me
far enough awake to give me a hot cup of coffee that was a great
help and this act of kindness I could never forget for it seems that
she could get along with very little sleep although she had to do
very long days of hard work.
As already stated, the three oldest children were drowned
during the winter of 1855, leaving only myself and brother at that
time, but after that I had two younger sisters. The oldest one is now
living near St. Paul, Nebr., and the other one near Stege, M0en,
Denmark. My brother was accidently drowned in the Columbia
River in the spring of 1880.
Now it came to the time when I was leaving Denmark for the
United States with the two families of twenty. I was well used to the
ocean at this time and could go anywhere and do most anything
required on a ship as well as cook ordinary food. The company I
was with, however, had never been on the ocean and consequently
got as seasick as anyone could possibly be. It therefore became my
duty to help them out in every way that I could, cooking for them,
feeding them, cleaning around them, carrying them up on deck,
carrying them down, putting them to bed and helping them to get
out of bed, and in fact, treated practically all of them as though
they were little children under the care of a nurse. This became
quite hard work and many times I would not have time to go to my
meals and besides the food that we got on an immigrant ship those
days was very poor . But the time went on and the trip was not
especially unpleasant.
We went direct from Copenhagen up to Norway and from there
direct to New York. We were nineteen days crossing the ocean and
when we finally landed in New York very early in the spring of
1871 I think it was one of the most inspiring sights of my life to see
the shores of the United States, and the first evening while laying at
anchor at the entrance we could see the lights scattered over the
entire city and it was a most wonderful sight. We landed at the
-63-

Castle Garden in the usual way and our company including myself
all had tickets to Albert Lea, Minn. It took us nearly two days to
get away from New York. Before leaving the old country I had
turned over my money to this man I was traveling with, who laid
out the balance, which was $60.00 and when I landed in New York
I had just 3 cents in my pocket.
Having worked as hard as I had across the water and not having
had any too much time for my meals I soon became hungry and I
bought 3 cents worth of bread, and while I had attended carefully
to our company across the water, they seemed to forget me when
we got ashore. They got food for themselves but none for me, and
as I felt that I had served them so well during the time when they
needed someone, I felt grieved to think that they would forget me,
and as I was too proud to beg for a meal, it resulted in my getting
nothing to eat for three days until we arrived in Chicago.
On arriving there I think there were in the neighborhood of five
hundred immigrants getting off two trains at the Pennsylvania
Station at the same time. Two Scandinavian immigrant boarding
house keepers were at the station to try to get as many for their
respective boarding houses or hotels as they could. They finally got
us lined up and as we crossed over one of the bridges from the West
to the South side these two immigrant agents got into a fight about
the immigrants, each one claiming the other one was trying to
undermine his business in getting more than his share, and finally it
came to blows and one of them pulled out a long knife and stabbed
the other one in the back of his neck. This happened not more than
eight or ten feet away from where I was walking. Seeing the blood
oozing out of his neck and thinking that he was dead, it naturally
gave me a sickening impression of the city and the country,
especially as it was upon an empty stomach that had nothing for
three days. But the procession went on. We got to the boarding
house and found that two very long tables were set out with
benches on each side for us to sit on and the tables were nicely
covered with white linen, plates, knives and forks, and all other
things that went with it for a good meal. We were invited to sit
down and have our first meal, and I felt that I had come to the end
of my fasting when I saw all the food that was being brought in. So
I sat down and had a good square meal. When I got up I walked up
to the proprietor and told him that if ever I could make it and come
back his way I would pay him, but at the present time I could not.
He made some remark which was not altogether complimentary,
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but apparently was impressed with my earnestness. I then went on
and had nothing until arrival in Minnesota.
We arrived early in the morning and I was sent out to a
farmhouse to see if there was some way that they could provide a
meal for our company of twenty-one. I finally found a place and
together with the rest I had the first real good substantial meal in
this country for it was real homecooking by a farmer 's wife who
evidently knew how to prepare a good substantial meal.
When we got through someone said there was an American
farmer looking for a man to work on his farm and offered $16.00 a
month and board. He hardly got the last word out of his mouth
before I jumped to the front and said that I was ready to take it and
I got it and went to work there that day. At this time I could not
speak one word of English and this was a regular, typical, Yankee
farmer. His family consisted of wife and one son and one daughter
about nineteen and twenty years, respectively. When I got to their
house I found it just a square box made of one inch boards. The
kitchen stove was in one corner, their bed in another corner
enclosed with a little calico and a square hole in the middle of the
ceiling where they stuck up a ladder in the night for the children to
go up and sleep in the attic. I was told to lay down and sleep on a
lounge about four feet away from the stove which later on in the
summer when it got hot was a rather warm corner.
I had some little belongings in the way of clothes which I had
with me and a shotgun which I valued very highly, not because of it
being worth much, but because it was the only shotgun I ever had
that was my own, and as I was a great lover of hunting I thought
that would be a great companion for me, which I found to be true,
because there was a great deal of game to be hunted in that country
in those days.
It did not take long before I adjusted myself to the circumstances and got along very well. I got up early in the morning and
did the chores and such other work as could be done around the
place before breakfast, and afterwards I was sent out to dig what
they call ditch fences, consisting of digging quite a deep trench on
each side and wall up the sod and the earth between the two ditches
and by working at this constantly for several months I fenced
pretty nearly the whole farm.
The days were long but I was very happy and contented, being
young and strong and well used to hard work as I had always had
to work in the field during harvest time at home.
Many times while working for this farmer I thought to myself
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that I could not understand how he could afford to pay me such a
salary and it came to me at different times that it would certainly
break him to pay me $16.00 a month .
It was not long until I began to pick up English and in a few
months I could understand nearly everything they said and also
began to speak a little .
I worked for this man six months at $16 .00 a month and saved
up just exactly $96 .00 which I had left at the end of six months , not
spending one cent for anything during that time, for I felt that I
could not afford to do it in view of the fact that I wanted to try my
level best to help my brother get to this country as soon as possible
as I could see there was a wonderful chance here for any young
man who was willing to apply himself to hard work, economy and
thrift. I sent this $96.00 home to my brother to come over next
Spring. In the meantime I had the $60.00 to pay for my fare, which
I earned next and paid .
About that time I went to Chicago which was the time of the
fire in October 1871 . This was rather a serious time for a young
man of so little experience to go to the city as men from all over the
country were flocking in there and they were idle by the thousands .
When I arrived I got into a boarding house where there were
thirty-two young men including myself and we all slept in one
room. Not one of them had anything to do . I only had enough
money to pay my board for a week and they all pitied me and said
that they couldn 't understand how I was going to get along because
they could speak English and couldn 't find any work , and certainly
I with my poor English could not find anything to do and they did
not know what was going to become of me. I listened to it but at
the same time said to myself that I have to have work no matter
whether there is any work here or not. It isn 't a question of couldn 't
get it, but it is a question of must have it. So I was up bright and
early in the morning and traveled up and down the empty streets
through the burned district that was still burning and smoking , and
one day I saw a man standing looking upon the ruins of a building
and up to that time I had already asked hundreds for a job but
found none, and I asked this man. He asked me if I could wheel a
wheelbarrow on a plank so as to remove the debris and clean up the
site for a new building . I told him I could. He put me to work to
clean brick first and then he went off and got me some tools and I
worked away. When I went back to the boarding house these
young men laughed at me, saying that this man was no good and
was just fooling me and I would never get anything for my work ,
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but nevertheless I went back and worked each day and when
payday came he came around and paid me.
After I got through with this job I went to another where I
carried brick and mortar and attended brick masons and other
mechanics on a seven-story building, receiving $2.50 per day out of
which I had to pay my board.
In this way I earned enough money so that the following spring
I sent enough home so that my oldest sister could come over with
my brother and they both came together in the spring of 1872 and
they both made good in this country. Had my brother not had the
misfortune of being drowned in the Columbia River I am quite
satisfied that he would have been very well fixed today as he
already had a splendid beginning and was on the road to success.
My sister married a young man and went out to Nebraska on a
farm. They struggled along for a number of years and had rather a
hard time of it, but finally made good and today they are very well
and comfortably situated having two or three farms all paid for and
some considerable income besides.
Sometimes during the year of '72 I became acquainted with the
Danish Baptist Church which was then located on Noble St. and
the Pastor at that time being H. A. Reichenbach. While I had been
brought up in the Lutheran Church, after attending this Baptist
Church for some time and being somewhat familiar with the New
Testament Doctrine, I concluded that they were much nearer to the
Bible truth than the Lutheran Church, and furthermore, they
practiced a much better Christian life, so that I finally joined them,
and I want to say that the influence which Mr. Reinchenbach and
the whole church had on my whole life was very marked and I have
always believed that whatever little success I have had in this world
is more or less due to the influence which they extended over me, as
well as the influence with which I was naturally surrounded
afterwards because of my connection with the Baptist Church. I
have come far short of living up to all of the beauitul principles laid
down, but at the same time it has always been a guide which has
had a very good influence over my life.
By the early summer of '72 I felt that I had learned enough
English so that I could go to work at my trade as carpenter which I
did. After having worked a week or so the proprietor came around
and paid me off at the rate of $3.50 per day, which I thought was
out of all reason and more than any man could earn. So I went to
him and told him that while I had learned the carpenter's trade in
the old country, I knew nothing about it here, and besides not be\
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ing able to speak very much English, I thought some day he would
come and tell me to do something that I didn't know how and he
would let me out, but that if he would have a little patience with me
I would be glad to work for him for $2.50 a day so that he would
have a little something for his trouble and possibly for my failure to
come up to the expectations of a first-class mechanic. He laughed at
me and said he thought I was as good a mechanic as he had on the
job and was perfectly willing to pay me $3.50 a day. I told him I
was not willing to take if for fear my job would not last at that
rate. He then laughed and said if I was foolish enough to work for
$2.50 a day he would accept my proposition, which he did, and I
want to say that this is perhaps one of the wisest things I did for
from that day he took great interest in me and his foreman helped
me out in every way he could.
It was not long before he had a number of quite large contracts
and the general foreman or superintendent had to make a good
many of the detail drawings of the various kinds of work. As I had
already had some experience in the old country in this line I helped
him out in the evenings after working hours and when he found
that I was handy at drawings he gave me a splendid opportunity to
learn some more and besides he helped me out during the day to get
on to the various kinds of work and also gave me a chance to figure
on various jobs when he had to make the estimates. In that way I
got a good foundation for a contractor. I stayed with him quite a
long time and it was not long until he began to advance me and in a
comparatively short time I was getting big pay and had a splendid
position having charge of a large amount of their work .
In the meantime my brother and sister, of course, paid me back
what I had laid out for them and I was saving up considerable
money and got ahead very nicely and gradually drifted into
contracting for myself and did very well in a small way.
I finally took a contract to build a double brick building in what
was known as Hyde Park on 57th St., which is now a part of the
City of Chicago. I had a good contract on this building and would
have made some money except for the fact that the owner and the
contractor that he had let the work to by a smooth trick in law
fooled me out of all my money. I put up the building and almost
completed it. Paid for all the material and labor and never got one
cent for my work or material. It was strictly a fraud which should
have been stopped by law, but under the laws of Illinois I found
that I could not do it, and the facts were that I lost everything I had
saved up to that time.
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I then got quite discouraged and disheartened and concluded
that I wanted to leave Chicago and in the summer of '76 I went to
San Francisco where I went to work at my trade and got along
nicely. I got a little ahead again and put my money in the Pioneer
Savings Bank and in the spring of '77 I went up to Astoria, Oregon.
During that summer the San Francisco Bank failed and I lost every
cent that I had in there.
In the meanwhile my brother and I got interested in the fishing
business in Astoria.
Before leaving San Francisco I was married to Hannah Erickson
and during the summer in Astoria we tried very hard to save up
something so as to get ahead again and we managed to save up a
little something, but had some sickness which took most of it and
when we heard that the San Francisco Bank had failed and we lost
all our money we felt quite discouraged. I went up town and
bought a box of good apples that cost 50 cents, which was a big
price in those days, and an Oregonian, which up to that time we
felt we couldn't afford to keep. I brought it home, opened the box
and sat down on it and started to eat apples and read the paper and
asked Mrs. Blagen to come and have an apple. She looked at me in
perfect surprise and astonishment and knowing that we had lost
everything we had and for me to become so extravagant all at once
she looked at me and said very earnestly, "Have you lost your
mind7" I smiled and said, "No, but if it was all to go that way we
might as well have a little good out of it ourselves."
It was customary for fishermen after they had fished salmon
during the summer season that some of them would buy enough
twine for a salmon net and during the winter months when they
had nothing to do they would make it and in the spring they would
have a fish net that would be worth $300.00 or $400.00. But a great
many of them ran short of money during the winter and especially
fellows that were inclined to drink, and during the winter one
fellow that had been making a net came around one day and said
that he had a fish net that he wanted to sell. I told him I had no
money . I couldn't buy it but he kept coming and pressing me very
hard to buy it as it was hard to sell because the cannerymen would
not buy any outside nets because it would encourage the fishermen
to steal nets of the cannery and sell them. He came again and again
and finally asked me how much money I had. I told thim I only had
$29.00 and he finally said, "Take the net for it." I told him I didn't
think I could do that because it was all the money I had. My wife
and I consulted together what to do, but not being fully satisfied,
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she suggested that we draw straws. So I made up straws, one long
and one short, and held them in my hand, she not knowing what
was the long, and it was understood that if she drew the long straw
we should buy the net. She drew the long straw. We bought the net
and I completed it during the winter, and my brother and I built
two very nice fishing boats. The following summer I made a net
profit of $2800.00 off of this net. This, of course, was a very nice
beginning.
We then went into the fishing business on a larger scale. We
selected a site for a cannery which we would build as soon as we
could afford it. This site was at Ilwaco, Wash., long before anyone
had thought of this location. A number of years afterwards,
however, a cannery was located in that very place. We went ahead
and made a little money with our boats and fishing business.
About this time I had made a little money some of which I had
already invested in boats and nets preparatory to going into the
salmon business on a large scale as soon as we could make
sufficient money to do this.
Right here I will have to go back and tell about my early experience. When first starting to learn the carpenter's trade in Europe, I
learned to build seagoing fishing boats, and it so happened that
while I was in Chicago there was a German family operating fish
traps immediately outside of South Chicago in Lake Michigan, and
they were doing a very profitable business, but they had no
experience in seagoing fishing or boats, only having flat-bottom
skiffs. Consequently they could not go out to empty their traps and
get the fish on a stormy day, and some of the neighbors that knew
me from the old country had told them that I knew how to build a
seagoing boat. Consequently they came to me and asked me about
it. I told them I could. They immediately employed me to go out
and build them a boat that would be capable of going out on Lake
Michigan in stormy weather, when otherwise they would have to
leave it there and on stormy days the fish were dashed against the
crib of the trap so that they died. So in that way it was a great loss
to them not to empty the trap every day. I built and completed a
boat with sails and all and took it out for them a few times, but as
they were utterly unaccustomed to sailing boats in rough weather
they concluded to employ me for a short time to teach them how to
operate it, which I did and there learned all about a fish trap.
Largely because of my early experience in making fish nets, and by
just seeing how it was made, it was a very easy matter for me to
make and construct a fish trap.
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Now I will come back to my experience at Astoria at the time
last referred to. I went to one of the most prominent cannerymen
there and I told him I had $2,000.00 which I could use for a fish trap
and that I thought it would take $2,000.00 more to fully complete it
and that I thought it would be a splendid thing in the Columbia
River. His reply was that the Indians had tried that time and again
and it had always been proved that a fish trap would not stand in
the Columbia River as there was too much drift wood. Not
knowing very much about this I was naturally a little intimidated. I
had had a hard experience losing all my earnings twice and I had
just now gotten started again, and, therefore, was not willing to
take any chances on losing it again, and while I was willing to risk
the $2,000.00 I was not willing to risk all I had. The result was that
I did not put the trap in. Had I done so at that time I would have
made so much money that it is utterly out of the question to
calculate how much it might have been, but it certainly would have
run into the millions and many of them because it was at least
twelve years after that before anyone else ever constructed a trap
there. When they did it was a well-known fact that it was the best
kind of a gold mine that anyone has ever dreamed of. I am just
telling this in order to show how little things that will happen in a
man's lifetime might lead to great success which is in a way
unthought of and not planned for. Just think of the early experience
I had with fishing nets, the incidental connection that I had in
Chicago with the fish trap and then again that I should come to the
Columbia River just at the time when such nets would have been
the biggest kind of a business venture and wonderful success in a
business way. Of course I did not get the fruit of my experience as I
might have had, but it was not because I did not have the chance. It
was partly because of being a little timid, and, of course, I was not
sure but what the statement of this canneryman was correct - that
a trap would not stand there on account of the drift wood. It is now
a well-known fact that not many years after that hundreds, and I
suppose thousands, of these traps were constructed in the
Columbia River and were so profitable that they became so thick
there was hardly a place to put them and the lawmak~rs finally had
to make laws to abolish them because they were obstructing
navigation and had a tendency to allow silt and sand to accumulate
to such an extent as to osbtruct the channel and stop navigation
and today they are very largely legislated out of existence, but
while they were in use they were one of the biggest revenueproducing instruments that has ever been contrived of any kind.
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In the spring of 1880 my brother, Peter, had the misfortune of
being drowned in the Columbia River during a frightful storm. This
discouraged me so I gave up the idea of continuing my fishing
operations on the Columbia.
I then went back to my mechanical work, first doing a little
contract work in Astoria, then going to Portland and from there to
the Dalles, Oregon, where I worked for a while having charge of a
contractor's business and then I went into the contracting business
for myself. One of the first contracts I took was for the building of
a courthouse and I also built one hotel, a school house, and a
number of other buildings. I stayed there until the early part of '83
and made a little money so that I had $8,000.00 or $10,000.00 and
little other assets, and then I went to Portland.
The first contract I took in Portland was the building of the
Portland Flour Mill below Albina in Portland which I constructed
during the summer of '83. I took this contract $10,000.00 below
everybody else and it was generally considered that I could not
come out without losing money, but I made a very fair profit and
came out of it with a great deal of satisfaction to the owners as well
as myself. It seems that everyone connected with it was very much
pleased with the work and the way it was handled and completed
six days ahead of time, they having made a contract that I was to
pay $100.00 for each and every day that it took longer than the
specified date, and at the same time also that they pay me $100.00 a
day for each day that I completed before that date, and, therefore,
they paid me $600.00.
After this during the same year I put up three buildings for
myself in Albina, costing about $16,000.00, and during the winter
between '83 and '84 I did considerable work for the Northern
Pacific Terminal Co. During the years '84 and '85 I put up some
buildings in Portland and did considerable work for the Northern
Pacific Railroad in various parts of the country, building stations,
roundhouses, water tanks, and other work of various kinds
including the inclines which were built at Pasco and Kennewick to
facilitate the crossing of the Columbia River before the bridge was
built at Kennewick. This was quite a large piece of work and
required considerable time and also ran into quite a little money.
Early in the spring of '86 I was requested to go over the right-ofway of the Northern Pacific Railroad from Puget Sound to Ellensburg crossing at the Stampede Pass with a view to bid on it, which I
did, and in so doing I joined with John Hale and J. H. Smith.
Between us we secured the entire contract for the construction of
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the entire line from Ellensburg to four miles east of what is known
as Green River Hot Springs, being twenty-five miles east of Eagle
Gorge, with the exception of the big tunnel which was being built
by Nelson Bennett. This was a very heavy piece of work and
through a mountainous country that has but a short season of
favorable weather, having twelve feet of snow on the level of the
summit during the first winter we were there.
We were to complete this work in two years, but after having
taken it the U.S. Congress tried to pass a bill to forfeit the Northern
Pacific Land Grant because of their failure to complete their line
through to the Pacific Coast. Consequently they got very anxious
and through some connivance they got Mr. Hale and Mr. Smith to
agree to complete this work in one year instead of two, for which
they were amply compensated, but left me out so that I did not
share in it except the hard work and the extra effort and expense to
complete the work in one year instead of two, being in partnership
I was necessarily bound by their bargain. I could, of course, have
had a long drawn out lawsuit but this I could not afford and
therefore I had to get in and do the best I could.
It was my business to furnish all the timber and ties and
construct all the bridges and trestles, which were a very large
number, there being thirty-one on the switchback alone. This being
only a temporary part of the road eight miles long, built for the
purpose of connecting over the mountains where the big tunnel was
being constructed. I had to put in several sawmills, logging camps,
and all that go with them to saw the lumber and then haul it from
the mill to the various structures along the line, and construct these
bridges and trestles ahead of the laying of the track. One sawmill I
had to move over the top of the Cascade Mts. from the east side
down on the west side where there was no road. In many places
along hillsides that were so steep that I had to put up block and
tackle to hold the load from rolling down the hill. I managed to get
the sawmills in and operated them day and night as well as I was
able, and take it altogether I was very successful both in logging
and operating these mills, supplying the material and delivering it
to its destination at a very reasonable rate.
Many of the bridges that I built were across gulches that were
very steep, but I invented an overhead cable which was constructed
in Portland and I erected these cables at every canyon or gulch and
hoisted timber up and lowered into the gulch and raised the bents
with the same contrivance. In this way I could handle a large
amount each day very economically. Had it not been for this and a
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number of other contrivances which I invented for this work I
would never have been able to complete it in the short time
allotted.
During the winter between '86 and '87 as stated, we had twelve
feet of snow on the level, and in some places where it had drifted in
it was much more than that and for some months we shoveled
snow every day , having approximately one thousand Chinamen
shoveling . The snow drifted in every night as fast as we could
shovel it out in the daytime. This was both expensive and very
discouraging. At one time we were snowed in and could not get out
nor get any -food in, and as a matter of fact there was some danger
of our livestock as well as ourselves perishing , but by sending men
out with snowshoes we got enough food in so as to keep alive , and I
happened to have a pretty good stock of hay that kept not only my
own livestock, but that of other contractors as well, from starving
to death .
We got over the winter and when spring came we had some of
the worst floods that I have ever seen . I myself came near losing my
life by trying to swim across with a horse on Green River a short
distance above Green River Hot Springs . The horse went down
stream and was lost under a big jam and I never saw him again. I
had a number of narrow escapes while on this work as I had to
travel a long distance over the mountains and through the timber
under any and all conditions both day and night. One time I carried
a small amount of money which was necessary at the front and was
followed by four highwaymen , but as I had the best horse I escaped
only by a small margin.
This construction was finally completed thirteen months after
taking the work , but it cost me a great deal more than if I had had
the full allotted time in which to complete it, so that my margin of
profit was not near what it should have been . Nevertheless, taking
it as a whole, I came out of it fairly well financially, but I suffered
so much hardship and privation and I had so much worry that I
was worn out and weak when I finally got through . I had to
operate in there sometime after this contract was finished because
of furnishing lumber for various other construction , including
snow sheds, and furnishing practically all the timber that Nelson
Bennett used for the lining of the Stampede Tunnel.
I should have told that when I was ten years of age I fell on the
ice and cracked my kneecap on the left knee and had a stiff and
crooked leg for two years. It finally was brought out and
apparently all right. I never noticed anything being wrong until the
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time when I went over the Cascade Mountains looking over this
work. I was out ten nights and part of that time was in the snow
getting wet every day. Rheumatism set in that knee and I never got
over it fully. After getting through with this work I had a serious
time for two years. I came pretty near losing the use of this knee but
by constant application of massage treatment by a expert Swedish
massage doctor I managed to relieve it to such an extent that I got
the rheumatism out of it again and have gotten along very well
since, although it will always give me more or less trouble, but take
it altogether I have been very thankful that I have had no more
serious trouble. Nevertheless I shall always feel that the work in the
Cascade Mountains in '86 and '87 was very severe on me and I shall
always feel the effect of it.
Late in '87 I felt that I would have to take a rest and
consequently we went back to Europe visiting our old homes both
in Denmark and Norway, having with us our oldest girl, Emma,
and we came back in the spring of '88. I was not much better and
continued the massage treatment a long time.
In the summer of '88 I took the contract to build the Jewish
Synogogue in Portland on 12th and Main Sts., and in '89 I took the
contract to build the Puget Sound Flouring Mills plant, including
the flouring mill, grain elevator, warehouses and docks at Tacoma.
This work was taken just about the time of the Seattle fire when all
the business part of the city of Seattle burned up. Therefore
building material took a very sudden advance, but it so happened
that it burned the day before the bids were opened for this work
and I, therefore, changed my bid to allow for such advance as I
expected would take place. I did not miss it much and I made a very
fair profit on this work. After that I had some Government
contracts and other work in different parts of the country. In 1892 I
took the contract to build the First Baptist Church in Portland,
called the "White Temple," located on the corner of 12th and
Taylor Sts . During the time of the construction of this building I
also put up a number of other buildings in Portland, and some
bridges. This work was completed by the first of January '94.
By this time a severe panic had struck the country and we had
very hard times, not much of anything to do, and contract work
was very scarce on the Pacific Coast. Consequently I went East in
'96 and took a contract for a part of the construction of the
Metropolitan Water Supply for the City of Boston and I worked
there during '96, '97 and completed it in '98. During this same
period I also laid a 4' steel riveted pipe line eight miles long for the
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City of New Bedford. Part of this pipe line was laid four miles
across the swamp where the pipe had to be carried on trestles and I
had to construct a railroad across this swamp and some other land
for the purpose of carrying earth, sand and gravel to cover the pipe
as it was laid and completed.
After this was completed I came back home to Portland where
my family had resided all the time and took work in different parts
of the country, including some railroad work. I took several
contracts for filling in trestles on the Northern Pacific Railroad,
some of which I sublet. I continued the contract business until
about 1903.
About the spring of 1899 I bought the sawmill at Bucoda, a mill
that was supposed to cut about 100,000 feet per day and there were
nearly 4000 acres of timberland that went with it. I operated this
for some time and would have continued · and built up a large
business had it not been for the interference on the part of the
farmers living along the Skookumchuck River in which stream I
was driving the logs to the mill, having a dam located about twelve
miles above Bucoda, and by means of storing the water and
opening the dam at intervals I could drive the logs to the mill
during the driest part of the season, but these farmers along the
stream were annoying and making trouble all the time and finally
together with a couple of politicians and a lawyer they tried to stop
me from operating the stream altogether. While I could have
overcome it and gotten around it in some way, I didn't think it was
worth while to spend the time and money in litigation and trouble
of this kind. So I sold out.
On the first day of November 1905 I came to Hoquiam and
found that some parties had started what is now the Grays Harbor
Lumber Co. and they were dissatisfied with their investment and
operation of this mill as it was not paying and I bought them out. s
While it was comparatively small yet what little machinery they
had was good and I thought I could see a chance to build up a good
plant and business and from this small beginning we have been able
to build up a very fine business enjoying a very pleasant position in
the lumber world both on this Coast and the East, but especially in
the eastern market where we have been able during a good many
years to build up a very substantial and satisfactory trade. When I
first took hold of it they employed sixty-three men and cut about
fifteen million feet a year. Now we are employing about eight
hundred men and last year cut 175,000,000 feet. Were it not for the
car shortage we could easily cut and ship 200,000,000 feet a year.
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The building up of this business, however, was not smooth
sailing for a number of years. The first day after buying the plant a
frightful storm occurred that caused the water and waves to rise so
high that nearly everything was under water and afloat. Logs, trees
and all kinds of debris was washing in around the plant, tearing
things to pieces, and when I went out and looked at it my heart
went down and I asked myself, "What have I done," as it looked to
me as though the whole thing would wash away. Lumber was
flying in every direction, floating away and logs were jumping over
the boom and big trees would get under the dock and tear it up and
altogether it looked pretty blue. But this passed over and we went
on but had a very hard struggle for many years as the lumber
business was in a very bad condition and a great many mills were
not able to make both ends meet and we also had a very hard
struggle at times, but eventually after we increased the efficiency of
the mill and produced more and more lumber extending our trade
in every direction we begin to gain, but it was slow and required
years to build up a trade that was in any way commensurate with
the investment and undertaking, but we finally made good and of
late years have had a very profitable business. 6
The building up of the business of the Grays Harbor Lumber
Co. has been largely due to the efficient management and operation
of my son, Clarence, as well as the assistance rendered by Henry
and Frank. If there is any special credit due to me it is in the fact
that I had the foresight to see the future of this business before I
bought it because the buying and going into it was done very
largely on my own judgment as the boys were too young at that
time to have any real knowledge of this business, or what might be
done with it, but the operation and successful development have
been largely due to their efficiency, and especially is due to
Clarence's ability to handle the whole operation .....
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4 Ed Van Sycle, "Pall of Smoke Marks the End of an Era," Aberdeen World
(Washington), (prob. November) 1966.
5 'The family moved there in 1906. It was a heartbreaking move for the women in
the family. We had to leave Portland, a lovely city we all cared for, and our
home which Father had built . It had an excellent furnace, two livingrooms, and
two fireplaces . . . Before moving the family to Hoquiam, father found three or
four houses for sale or rent, and had mother go to Hoquiam and choose the one
she preferred. She took me with her on this trip. The house he had picked out
was on a hill, had a view and was above the flat and swampy land that most of
the town was situated on . . . This place would have been so much better and
more comfortable than the one decided on. Mother was not a good judge of
property and chose a rented house on the low land . . . The sidewalks and streets
were of planks laid over the swamps and if you stepped off you could be in water
from your ankles to your hips ." Celeste Blagen Blomquist , Letter to Arnold
Bodtker, 20 June 1982.
6 "After the new generators were put in the mill, the G.H.L. Co. began supplying
most of the electricity needed for both Aberdeen and Hoquiam ... At first the
mill was supplying ties for the various railroads. The inspectors became mean
about grading and threw out too many good ties, calling them 'culls.' Then came
a demand for silo stock, for farms in the middle states . My brother , Henry , was
sent to Omaha to open an office and travel through the surrounding country to
take orders. The business soon became so good that father notified the railroads
that he would no longer cut ties for them. My , how they 'howled' and came
back again and again, begging him to supply them, but he never did. Lumber
from the mill was a high grade. Word of this soon got around and customers
were asking for Gray 's Harbor Lumber . This name covered a large area and
many other mills. Some smart and sly salesmen would tell their customers that
they were selling Gray's Harbor Lumber. That was why the 'Blagen Brand '
name was added." IBID.
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The Danish Dip
by EDNA H. HONG
My first reaction to our son's Danish school teacher was one of
dismay, for I was still under the dismal domination of the
American veneration of youthiness. Somehow the keen, kind blue
eyes and the lean, lithe body of the grey-haired gentleman who rose
at his elevated desk to greet me when I entered the school room,
accompanied by my wretched, reluctant, rebellious, ready-to-bolt
nine year old, did not tranquilize the depressing discovery that the
teacher Theodore was to have his first year in a foreign school was
an old man - at least sixty!
My dismay was compounded by the unexpectedness of not
being given the customary glad-hand welcome, of not being asked
the pertinent and sometimes impertinent who, where from, when
and why questions about ourselves. I could hardly criticize the
graciousness with which Herr Nielsen invited us to sit at a double
desk behind several rows of children, but as I watched him tune his
violin for the morning sing I reflected anxiously upon our
indifferent reception. Did Herr Nielsen resent our coming? Would
the enrollment of this foreign child disturb the comfortable conventions of a half century of teaching? Or was he anti-American?
Callous? Most likely senile! Poor Theodore! I stole a leeward look
at my son and saw tears leaking from his eyes, which as yet had not
risen above the level of the ancient aimlessly carved desk tops. I
whispered encouragement in his ear.
"The children look exactly like American boys and girls."
'What good does that do7 I can't talk to them."
The fact that the strange language was now being sung lustily
around Theodore's ears did not alter th-euntunable fact that it was
foreign. Everything was foreign, and he was hating the whole
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situation with all the accumulated misery of all his pent-up forebodings and very present fears. My own eyes blurred. On top of
everything else the poor frightened boy had to get for a teacher a
rickety old greyhead who played hymns on a cheap fiddle and
probably hated Americans! What stupid fools we had been to fall
in love with a romantic thatch-roofed forester 's cottage on the edge
of a mile-square beech forest in the heart of rural Sjc:elland! Why
had we not been content to live like normal Fullbrighters in
Copenhagen and send our children to the good , modern American
school staffed with pretty , pert female pedagogues?
The singing period over, Herr Nielsen tipped b ack in his chair
and surveyed his pupils with twinkling, questioning eyes, almost as
if he were asking, "Well , what shall we do now?" There was the
same sparkling expectancy in the look they turned on him. A
chuckle started in his eyes and tickled his vocal cords. He addressed
a question to the children which brought a delighted response of
"Jal Jal" and gleeful glances in our direction . Herr Nielsen walked
briskly across the room, opened the door , and whistled. Instantly a
great golden collie bounded to the door and stood at quivering
attention, waiting for an invitation to cross the threshhold. Herr
Nielsen led him to our desk .
"Theodore, " he said quietly in excellent English to the back of
my son 's lowered head . "Here is another pupil who wants to meet
the newcomer to our school. This is Bamse ." "Bamse ," he
addressed the dog in Danish, "This is Theodore. Give him your
hand like a good Danish boy. "
The golden collie obediently lifted a white- gloved paw . Almost
involuntarily Theodore grasped it with his right hand while his left
caressed the dog's beautiful head. Bamse promptly responded by
thrusting his nose on Theodore 's knee and gazing at him with those
limpid soulful eyes that convince all but clods that the spirits of
collies must inhabit heaven.
"Hmm! Well, welll It looks as if Bamse likes you !" chuckled
Herr Nielsen .
Theodore's shining eyes lifted to the teacher and moved about
the room to meet the eager, friendly eyes of his schoolmates. His
smile was timid and bashful , but thank heaven , he smiled! My
bleak boy had been drawn gently into new relationships which
until now had paralyzed him with fear.
Dismissal of school for a lively game of tag on the pebbled playground was certainly not on the schedule this early in the academic
day, but, like the unscheduled canine visitor , it served to draw
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Theodore farther into the friendly circle. Any plan he may have
had to stand shyly on the sideline and pet Bamse was shattered
when Herr Nielsen, his white hair rumpled in the wind and his long
legs flying, charged across the playground and tagged him IT with
a vigorous push which sent the startled boy in the direction of a
cluster of children, who promptly and appropriately scattered and
shrieked. My attention, however, did not stay long upon my son. It
centered now on the "rickety old pedagogue" darting and dodging
away from the children - but more often dashing at them, for Herr
Nielsen seemed to be the favorite IT. I realized with startled
amazement that here was no teacher on playground duty - not
even a good psychologist using his best known technique to work a
new pupil into group relationships. I was watching an adult who
had never grown up as far as fun and frolic were concerned. After
Theodore, cheeks glowing and eyes brimming with mischief,
tagged me IT and swept me into the game, I began to remember the
lost abandonment of childhood play and wished that I too had
never grown up. After Herr Nielsen chased me twice around the
school building and trapped me with a shout of triumph between
the hedge and the prickly rose arbor, I never again thought of
Theodore's teacher as antique and venerable!
Although Theodore had beseeched me not to abandon him and
go home, he did not seem to notice when Herr Nielsen drew me out
of the game and invited me to his home for coffee.
"It will be good for them to play alone for a bit."
"Home" proved to be the other half of the grey-brick school
building, but the moment one entered one forgot instantly that it
was appended to a public institution. The touch of loving hands
was everywhere - in the embroidered curtains, the handwoven
table cloth, the array of family photographs, and the greengrowing plants and creeping vines that left no space lifeless and
bare. I soon found myself shaking the "loving hands."
"My wife does not speak English," said Herr Nielsen.
"She doesn't need to," I laughed. "Her house speaks for her.
Your home is eloquent without being loquacious. Besides, I am
going to learn Danish with Theodore."
It will come easily for him. All things come easily to children."
"Not enrolling in a foreign school," I objected. "Thank you for
making it so easy for my son."
"I-make it easy?" There was genuine surprise in Herr Nielsen's
v01ce.
I pondered the phenomenon of Theodore's new teacher as I
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cycled home alone a half hour later when school was again in
session. Was my mind leaping to claim its image of an ideal teacher
too soon, with insufficient evidence? Or had we truly on this
Danish island and in this countryside redolent of the elixir of
manure piles found a teacher untamed and unburdened by the
deadening techniques, contrivances, and paraphanalia of his
profession? Was it possible that Theodore had a man for a teacher
- not a trained technicized manipulator of objects?
Enrolling the three other children in their respective schools and
bolstering their deflated spirits absorbed so much of my time and
patience the next few weeks (for three weeks six-year old Nathaniel
insisted that one of his parents bike along to his school and escort
him to his desk) that Theodore's teacher receded into my
subconscious. Theodore rode happily off to school every day,
began to bring schoolmates home to play Robin Hood in the beech
forest, conventionally spared comment on the instructive aspects of
life at school, and in general seemed to have made an unusually
prompt and pleasant adjustment to a new experience. One day he
came home glowing with a thousand watts instead of the normal
two or three hundred.
"We went on a tour in the big woods across the Susa bridge
today. We were gone all morning."
"Oh? That must have been interesting! I suppose Herr Nielsen
taught you the names of trees and plants and stones and things?" I
prompted, at once curious about the possible ·pedagogical justification for such an extended escape from the school room.
"Nawl He just let us walk and run and have fun! We took
Bamse along. He has to be on a leash in the woods because there are
pheasants and roe deer. We saw some pheasants. They whooshed
up right under our noses. You know what, Mom, there's a little
brook that starts in a bunch of springs in a soft ferny place way
back in? And you know what else? Next week the class is coming to
our woods. (The Baron thought the American family had rented
only his first forester's cottage. Little did he know that we had
appropriated him as well as his several beautiful forests.)
Whatever misgivings I had about Herr Nielsen taking
Theodore's class on apparently aimless rambles on school time
vanished the next week when I chanced to meet the class deep in the
forest. I had taken the path through the woods on my way home
from marketing in the village and overtook the exuberant children
just where the lane left the spaced and stately beech and turned into
the densely growing evergreen woods. The rattling of my police- 82-

auction bike alerted the boisterous group, and they parted like the
Red Sea. Herr Nielsen doffed his well-worn felt hat with a flourish
and Theodore, who was having his turn leading the golden collie,
flagged me down with his radiant face.
"You are having fresh-air school today? " I asked, more to make
talk than to insinuate that school might possibly be better kept
inside.
"We had an invitation from the forest," said Herr Nielsen. "It
would have been rude to say 'No.' May we have the honor of your
company? Theodore, why don't you walk your mother's bike and
give her Bamse to lead?"
The sun converged on the narrow lane down which we walked
and embroidered bright designs in gold on the green gloom of the
forest floor. The children raced ahead, discovered fairy gardens of
moss and lichen or flint rocks in surrealistic patterns of black and
white, and waited to show them to us laggards. I stole occasional
side glances at my gentlemen escorts. The glow on my son 's face
rhymed with the glow on his teacher 's. It wasn 't cheerfulness,
geniality, gayety, well-being, the sum of all these, or a minglement
of any of them. It was, I told Theodore's father an hour later, the
most blissful joy in the simple gifts of sky, earth, air, and all God's
creation. A sort of beatitude- .
"It almost seems as if he generates a state of blessedness in the
act of walking ."
"You mean that if he were to walk ten miles he might achieve
such a state of beatitude he would float?"
"His spirit floats! Really, he is the most levitated down-to-earth
person I know I The wonder of it is that he has taken our Theodore
into partnership. He is sharing the wealth of his simple and
delighted awareness of life with him ."
"Well, if our son learns nothing else than to see with his eyes
and to hear with his ears I'll be deeply grateful to his elder partner!"
The Danish winter surprised Theodore with its mildness. (His
comment when we attributed it to the Gulf Stream: "Geel The
Danes ought to be really thankful to us Americans for sending that
stream to them!") There was only one fall of good snowball snow
- not enough to satisfy a Minnesota boy - but it stayed around
long enough to provide ammunition for one exciting battle at
school and to reveal a new facet of the teacher's character.
"Guess what!" Theodore exclaimed at the dinner table. "We
asked Herr Nielsen to play with us, and he said he would on the
condition that we wouldn't feel bad when we hit him ."
- 83-

"Did you?" his father asked.
"Feel bad?"
"No - hit him."
"Did I ever! I knocked his hat off once and hit him smack in the
face another time."
"Did he get mad?" asked Judith, horrified at the thought of
aiming a snowball at a teacher, to say nothing of hitting him.
"No - (sheepishly) - he hit me three times. When you're hit
three times you have to be prisoner and go into the stockade. Their
side won. Our side had to pound the erasers, wash the boards, and
sweep the floor after school."
''I'll bet he wouldn't have pounded dusty old erasers if his side
had lost!"
Theodore glared at his sister. "He would sol He doesn't pull any
of that grown-up stuff on us! He's fair."
"You mean," said Theodore's father, "Herr Nielsen doesn't
make a snow fort of his white hairs and duck behind it when it's
convenient."
The French poet Peguy wrote of teaching children: "When one
makes them happy, one is right - while running the risk of making
them silly, presumptuous, insolent." When we saw the simple and
fundamental joy which Theodore's teacher communicated to our
son - not by pedagogical conniving and contriving - but by a
profound wonder-full and delight-full awareness of common life,
we were quite willing to risk Herr Nielsen 's "idle hours" and "lost
times." Our eyebrows did not as much as quiver that January day
when Theodore told us of an afternoon spent skating on the
winding Susa (it still remains the only time in his life that our son
has skated on anything but a town-surrounded square rink of
frozen tap water.)
"What on earth - I mean on ice - did you skate with?" asked
his father, who knew he had not packed any shoe skates in our
flight baggage.
"Herr Nielsen lent me some clamp skates - the old-fashioned
kind you turn with a key. He was the first one on and the last one
off." Theodore mused. "You know, he isn't like a teacher at all. If
he had been a teacher, he would have stood on the bank looking at
his watch and telling us it was time to quit."
Somehow the formal disciplines did not seem to suffer from
Herr Nielsen's flexibility and license. There seemed to be
mysterious connections between skating on a winding river and
doing fractions, between snow-tabbling with a teacher and
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spelling, between loving a soulful-eyed collie and learning history.
If this were true, then the periods of time broken of from the
teaching schedule - even the illegitimate ones - were not
unrelated fragments. Caressing the smooth orange-gold head of a
dog was no random movement. Did Herr Nielsen know this? Did
he have special training in Integrating Techniques? Was he representative of a new system of Total Teaching?
Theodore's father snorted when I voiced these thoughts to him.
"If Herr Nielsen had a doctor's degree in Gladsome Guidance
and Jolly Counseling, if he were teaching by a 'Keep-the-pupilshappy' rule of thumb and motivating through mirth , then he would
be turning out for the most part silly, presumptuous, and insolent
pupils. No , Herr Nielsen is a wonderful oddity in this age - an
unfragmented man. He knows what it is to be a total man , a whole
man . If he represents anything , it is humanity - deep , sound
humanity - common sense so fundamental that it is uncommon,
simplicity so unaffected that it is profound, and joy so natural that
it is supernatural. "
Sorrow , too , is all of a piece with life, and even this truth
Theodore's teacher was unexpectedly able to communicate to our
son. Bamse, the golden collie, was instantly killed one March day
by a careening car . The school children were unconsolable . Herr
Nielsen's tears were quiet but unashamed. The burial in a corner of
the flower garden was reverent and dignified.
"Dear God ," Theodore prayed that night , "When my teacher
comes to heaven , please let Bamse's spirit be there to meet him! "
"There was a great Spanish poet , Unamuno, who wrote a poem
to his dog when it died. He thinks the spirit of things we love on
earth will be in heaven - even the spirit of trees , the spirit of
.
"
rivers-.
Theodore lifted a shining face. "Let's send the poem to Herr
Nielsen when we get home! "
We did .
When Tivoli opened May 1, the great discovery for Theodore
was not the flea circus or the boat rides on the miniature lake or the
fabulous fireworks but the machine which for twenty-five 0re
pressed out letters on a shiny piece of metal. After three tries and as
many misspelled , miss-spaced failures, Theodore finally succeeded
in getting a good impression of - not his own name and address but
BAMSE NIELSEN, NJESBY SKOLE, DIED 1960 .
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"It's for Herr Nielsen to fix on a nice piece of wood and put up
on Bamse's grave," he explained.
Herr Nielsen did.
Spring came. Joy burst from the dead leaves of autumn in the
form of anemones. The larks went into ecstacy in the Danish sky.
The beech trees burst into lyrical green, and the moss rioted.
"We simply can't go back to America until we hear a
nightingale!" I sighed one evening in mid-May after my husband
had finished reading aloud Hans Christian Andersen's "The
Emperor and the Nightingale." "But the neighbors all say it's too
early yet for nightingales."
When Theodore came home from school the next day, he
announced excitedly, "I told Herr Nielsen that we didn't want to go
home until we heard a nightingale, and he said he would listen
every night and come and get us when he heard one and take us to
the nightingale woods. Maybe even tonight! Mom, would you let
us go even if Teacher came at midnight?"
"If you are willing to crawl out of your warm beds-!"
For two weeks we lived in a state of expectant, clock-watching,
bed-postponing willingness - but no nocturnal visitor came to
announce the return of the nightingales. In the flurry of packing all
the belongings that had to be freighted home, we gradually forgot
our date with the winged warbler. The day that the crates and
boxes finally went to Copenhagen, accompanied by my husband,
the family went to bed early, exhausted. I had just let the cat in for
the night and locked the door when I saw car lights coming down
the long lane. Who? Our own car was on its way to the States. And
at this time of the night? Suddenly I was acutely aware that the
children and I were alone, remote - and no telephone. I turned on
the yard light. An ancient car (in the States it would have been
some teenager's conversation possession) nosed up to the back
door, and Theodore's teacher emerged .
"Madame," he announced, removing his battered hat with a
flourish and bowing, "The nightingales sang in the Tyvelse woods
at four this morning. I am sure that they will sing again tonight!"
The children pulled jeans and jackets over their pajamas and we
were on our way within five minutes. Not exuberantly, for the
children were sleepy and chilled by the sudden transition from the
warm cocoon of bed to the cold shiver of the night air. Was this
why Herr Nielsen insisted on a cup of tea in his cozy kitchen? Thin
molasses cookies, cups of hot amber tea, and the twinkling , teasing
sallies of Herr Nielsen and his rosy-cheeked motherly wife soon
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brought them to a state of responsive sensiblity. Many cookies
after ten, Herr Nielsen stepped out into the yard and returned to
announce that the nightingales had truly begun to sing in the beech
forest near Tyvelse Lake.
"But that's at least four miles away!" exclaimed Theodore, who
had just last week made a long bike tour around the lake with his
friends. "How can you hear a nightingale that far?"
"If the nightingale had a throat the size of a horse," answered
Herr Nielsen, "you could hear it singing in Africa if you were
standing at the tip of Denmark. It's a tiny bird, but it has an
amazing, enormous volume."
The enormity of the idea silenced the children as we drove the
winding road back toward the lake. The gabled thatched houses
slumbered in the night mists. The white light which makes the
Scandinavian June night marvelous was already beginning to flow
from the sky. But it was not strong enough yet to illuminate the
path we walked after we left the car. Herr Nielsen strode along as
confidently as if he were in orbit. Theodore and Nat clutched my
hands, and we stumbled after, the girls close at our heels. A faint
bleat from amongst the black trees brought a frightened gasp from
Nat.
"What's that?"
"A roe deer baby asking its mother 'What's that'?" Herr Nielsen
answered quietly.
When the winding path began to descend, we could see the
water of the lake shimmering in the faintly tremulous light. Lake
fowl clucked consolingly to their children, disturbed by our
scrunching footsteps.
"Let's go home," whispered Nathaniel, "It's scary!"
Suddenly from the beech woods to the right a bird's song
streamed to the sky and filled it with marvelous sound.
"It's contralto!" I exclaimed in a hushed whisper.
We stood enthralled. The boys' hands relaxed in mine. Our rapt
faces searched the black trees, almost expecting to see the prima
donna of glorious melody in bright and splendid dress on her
elevated stage. A minute later our heads turned to the left, for
another nightingale began to sing there. Yet another lifted its voice
across the lake - far off and yet seemingly no farther than the first
two.
"Three of them - Geel" exulted Theodore.
No more words were spoken. How long we stood there I am not
quite sure - long enough for the delicate but powerful threads of
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the nightingale's song to spin itself into the fabric of our
subconscious, until we knew this night and this melody would
never leave us.
When an involuntary
shiver communicated
Nathaniel's
coldness to me - only then - did I suggest that we return. Home,
again, the children were as eloquent in their thanks-giving as
children can be at midnight.
"Thank you," I said. "Now that we have heard the nightingale,
we can go back to America." And then, because I probably would
not see him again, I thanked him for teaching our son.
Herr Nielsen chuckled. 'Tm afraid of all these tests your
American teachers are said to give. I suspect that after they have
tested Theodore next fall, his progress chart will show a sudden
plunge. You will have to call it the Danish Dip."
The following autumn I went to the first parent-teacher interview and saw Theodore's progress chart. Sure enough! There it was
- the plunge, the Danish Dip! I laughed aloud. I am sure that
Theodore's young female teacher thought I was rejoicing in his
quick recovery and climb. I wasn't. For a moment I saw behind that
Danish Dip the laughing blue eyes and the grey hairs of Theodore's
Danish teacher. I was exulting in the imperceptible layer of enrichment which Herr Nielsen had given our son and which no graph
could make visible. I was listening to the nightingales!
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The Fiftieth Anniversary of the
Udvandrerarkiv, Aalborg
by INGERBLADT
On July 3, 1982, Det Danske Udvandrerarkiv in Aalborg will
celebrate its fiftieth anniversary and look back on an existence
marked by great difficulties. During critical times, in fact, its
continued existence often seemed in doubt.
The cosomopolitan Dr. Max Henius was the great initiator
behind the creation of the triad now known far and wide: the
annual Fourth of July celebration in Rebild National Park; the
founding of the Udvandrerarkiv; and finally, the dedication in 1934
of the Blokhusmuseum , the Lincoln Log Cabin, in Rebild National
Park.
Max Henius, who emigrated to Chicago in 1881, was the son of
an immigrant. His father had immigrated in 1838 from the small
town of Thorn , Poland. In 1846 the family moved to Aalborg from
Aarhus, where they had lived at first. The father, Isidor Henius,
founded in Aalborg one of the city's distilleries. It was in Aalborg
that Max Henius was born on June 16, 1859.
In 1885 Isidor Henius had acquired the property Sohngaardsholm, and in 1886 he built here the castlelike main building. This is
the background for Max Henius' request to the City Council of
Aalborg on January 20, 1930, that Aalborg arrange to have the
necessary space in this building made available for the establishment of an archival collection of books, letters, manuscripts, etc.
dealing with the topic of Danish emigration. The result of this
petition is seen in the deed of gift, dated July 5, 1930, and signed in
behalf of the City of Aalborg by Mayor Marinus J0rgensen. In this
way the foundation was laid for the establishment of Dan- 89-

American Archives. A few years later the name was changed to Det
Danske Udvandrerarkiv (Danes Worldwide Archives). Members of
the first Board of Directors were:
Chairman, Henry Goddard Leach , Ph.D . New York
Assoc . Chairman, Roger Nielsen , editor, Copenhagen
Secretary, S . N. Nielsen , Chicago
Treasurer , Pastor M. F. Blichfeld , Copenhagen
Jens Christian Bay , Ph.D. , Chicago
In addition,
there were established Danish and American
committees , chaired by Roger Nielsen and Jens Christian Bay , resp.
The librarian Svend W aendelin, who had been trained at the
Crear Library in Chicago, responded to an offer to return to
Denmark to direct the organization of archival materials and to
manage the archives on a daily basis. Two years passed before the
official dedication took place.
It should be noted that one does not find the name of Max
Henius among the many prominent individuals who officially
stood behind the new institution , which was probably unique in the
world . It was typical of Hen ius that he played the role of "gray
eminence. " Having realized an idea and found people qualified to
give life to his ideas , he allowed them to continue the work while he
turned to other tasks .
On July 3, 1932, Prime Minister Thorvald Stauning , at the head
of a representative delegation, dedicated the Udvandrerarkiv and
expressed hope that the Udvandrerarkiv and Rebildfest together
might maintain and increase contacts between the U .S. and
Denmark. But the first dark clouds appeared as early as 1935. Max
Henius died following an automobile accident on November 15,
shortly before a trip to the U .S. During this trip he would have
sought to create a better economic basis for the archives ' future
operation. He had gotten the initial capital from friends in the U.S .
and Denmark . The "automobile king " William S . Knudsen had
donated $5000 , and other Danish-Americans had provided smaller
amounts . The operation of Sohngaardsholm called for a great deal
of money and it was imperative to find money for the diminished
coffer. Idealism was a wonderful thing , but it does not pay bills ,
and the enthusiasm of archivist Svend Waendelin was not sufficient
to overcome the problems. The loss of the dynamic Dr. Max
Henius became very noticeable . The troubles grew even greater
when, on April 16, 1940 , German occupation forces , five officers
and fifty men , commandeered Sohngaardsholm. The ground floor ,
except the archives ' office , was occupied, but the troops left on June
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15 of the same year, and nothing happened until December 4, 1943.
That day's order from the Wehrmacht read: "Sohngaardsholm
shall be clearly completely by December 15." There was great haste
to locate suitable storage places and to pack the archival material.
Thanks to splendid support from Aalborg Diskontobank,
Aalborg By's og Omegens Sparkasse, and Miss Jane Jensen, owner
of the farm "Engholm," storage space for the many things was
found. Until further notice the operation of the archives came to a
halt.
On May 8, 1845, after the liberation of Denmark, Sohngaardsholm was inspected. All hope of returning to the familiar location
vanished . The building was in a badly neglected state.
Svend Waendelin wrote in the log on July 8, 1950: "Udvandrerarkiv moved to Copenhagen on Feb. 1, 1950 . After more than six
years' hibernation, it is now to be organized and restored. The
chaos has become a terrible mess, and the mess is supposed to
become orderly and rational by Sept . l." After many negotiations
and with complete understanding on the part of the society Dansk
Samvirke, space was offered on the upper floor of the society's
building at Kristianiagade 8, but this was just a temporary
measure. There was later a move to GI. Vartovvej in Hellerup. The
future of the archives had also to be considered in light of Svend
Waendelin' s poor health, and following discussion with the
Minister of Education Julius Bomholt and the City of Aalborg the
decision was made to return the archives to Aalborg.
Svend Waendelin died in Copenhagen on June 14 and thus did
not live to see fulfilled his wish for a restoration of the
Udvandrerarkiv in Aalborg. His twenty-five years of selfless work
for a cause he felt to be vital thus came to an end.
At this time the City of Aalborg, headed by Mayor Jens Jensen,
offered a modern six-room apartment on Konvalvej in a newly
built building complex. The offer was gratefully accepted,
especially since the city offered to assume the expenses for rent,
heat, electricity, and cleaning. A return to Sohngaardsholm was
unthinkable because of the building's poor condiiton as well as the
lack of funds for its repair. There were hardly the means to operate
the archives - its capital was gone.
Det Danske Udvandrerarkiv
(Danes Worldwide Archives)
resumed activities in the summer of 1957 with editor Tyge Lassen as
the managing director. He had just stepped down from his position
as editor-in-chief
of the old family business, the Aalborg
Amtstidende. A board of directors was formed, consisting of:
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Chairman, , Bishop Erik Jensen
Assoc. Chairman, Palle Birkelund, Librarian of the Royal
Library
0. Esben-Petersen, Head Librarian
Holger J. Bladt, Director
Mayor Jens Jensen
Hans Nielsen, City Clerk
On the death of Tyge Lassen on December 7, 1964, the archives
again lost a director who wholeheartedly pursued the cause of
maintaining the activities of the Udvandrerarkiv inspite of the poor
economy. On January 1, 1965, Holger Bladt, who had organized
the Rebildfest for seventeen years, was asked to assume the
managing directorship. In the spirit of his two predecessors he
continued the task of collecting and recording. At this time people's
interest in identifying their "roots" increased considerably.
Inquiries streamed in from emigrants compiling family history. A
growing number of researchers paid both short and long visits to
the archives. One could then, if not earlier, clearly appreciate the
brilliance of Max Henius' idea from fifty years ago: "To collect
materials dealing with emigrants , for the use of historians of the
future." It was more than ever necessary to improve the financial
situation and to keep the archives alive. Bishop Erik Jensen literally
"went around with his hat in hand" in order to collect money for
operating expenses. Grants and funds from private foundations
were sought. Clearly, a status worthy of the archives had to be
aimed for.
The death of Bishop Erik Jensen in January 1975 was a painful
loss for the Udvandrerarkiv. Who could replace him? The Board of
Directors now consisted of:
Palle Birkelund, Librarian of the Royal Library
Henning Larsen, Alderman
Birger Knudsen, City Librarian
lngvardt Pedersen, Attorney
Arne Christiansen, Director, and Member of Parliament
The directors turned to bank director Eigil Hastrup with the request
that he chair the Board of Directors.
In eight years as Chairman, Director Hastrup has been
instrumental in maintaining contact with the Ministry of Culture as
well as other agencies in an effort to acquire funds for the archives'
future operation. Eigil Hastrup has, moreover, sought and
attracted donations from private foundations, such that the
archives' economy has improved considerably.
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The present plan calls for a five-year association between Det
Danske Udvandrerarkiv, with continued support from the City of
Aalborg and the County of North Jutland, and Aalborg University
Center . Under this arrangement the archives will have the status of
a research institution, to be called Det Danske Udvandrerarkiv ved
Aalborg Universitetscenter. It is hoped that no more than a few
formalities remain before a new Board of Directors is appointed.
Under the auspices of Aalborg University Center the Udvandrerarkiv will presumably look confidently toward the future.
Prior to the transition to the new status, the Board of Directors,
following various changes, is made up of:
Chairman, Eigil Hastrup, Bank Director
Assoc. Chairman, Palle Birkelund, Librarian of the Royal
Library
Kristian Hvidt, Librarian of Parliament
Mogens Baumann Larsen, Professor, AUC
Birgen Knudsen, City Librarian
Kjeld Andersen, Alderman, City of Aalborg
Magna Lind J0rgensen, Public Accountant, County of North
Jutland
Inger Bladt, Holger Bladt ' s co-worker for many years, assumed the
managing directorship after Holger Bladt' s death in the summer of
1976. This temporary appointment was to continue until the
desired organizational changes were realized. The appointment has
lasted six years.
When Det Danske Udvandrerarkiv moved in January 1982 to
the old Nordjyske Landsbibliotek next to Vor Frue Kirke, its setting
became ideal. The archives will be reopened on July 3, its fiftieth
anniversary, with great hopes for the future.
Tr. Donald K. Watkins
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Book Reviews
JENS PETER JACOBSEN
Reviewed by Niels Ingwersen

By Niels Lyhne Jensen. Boston: Twayne Publishers, 1980 . Pp . 187
Rilke worshipped Jens Peter Jacobsen for a good many years
and admitted "I am unable without deceit and invention to
determine what he meant to me in those early years." Freud wrote a
friend that Jacobsen's novel Niels Lyhne "has moved me more
profoundly than any other reading of the last ten years." Musil
perused the same novel three times without being able to figure it
out and, then, discovered that, without knowing it, he had copied a
part of a scene in Der Mann ohne Eigenschaften. Thomas Mann
admitted his debt to Jacobsen, and Arnold Schoenberg's breakthrough as a composer occurred when he set music to a cycle of
Jacobsen's poems. In his chapter devoted to Jacobsen's impact on
other artists, Niels Lyhne Jensen (NLJ) makes it very clear that,
during the three decades before the First World War, the works of
this Danish author were an essential part of the European literary
scene, especially in Germany, France, and Russia. It seems that
Jacobsen, in particular, appealed to fellow-artists and to those
sensitive young minds who in Niels Lyhne recognized their own
loneliness and alienation. One is, actually, tempted to call that
novel The Catcher in the Rye of its day and place .
During our century, NLJ points out, Jacobsen 's international
reputation has waned; he has suffered the not rare fate of writers in
- to quote from a university catalogue - "uncommonly taught
languages." That is a shame, for anyone who ventures into
Jacobsen's fictional world will understand why this author cannot
help but be fascinating to the reader.
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NLJ's monograph makes the reader understand why that
fascination is very nearly inevitable; his book is both a learned
commentary on a complex oeuvre and an elegant discourse that
conveys a wealth of information not only on Jacobsen, but on the
literary climate of his day. NLJ has an uncanny knack, through his
brief comparisons of Jacobsen's work with those, say, of the PreRaphaelites, Mallarme·, or Nietzsche, of uncovering illuminating
affinities. NLJ refrains from taking those myopic approaches to
Jacobsen that of late the author has been subjected to in Denmark .
NLJ is, however, well-versed in recent scholarship: he accurately
sums up the results of the Neo-Marxist-Freudian studies as having
the character of "a final autopsy," and he readily grants that
Marxist treatments of Jacobsen make it difficult to read him in the
same way as before. NLJ's own treatment of Jacobsen shows,
however, that those assessments were not final and hardly
autopsies, for he demonstrates that Jacobsen can be read in a
refreshing way and that new insights still are feasible. The Marxists
analyses have succinctly revealed a good deal about Jacobsen's
traumatic relationship to sexuality, but - as some Marxists now
admit - the studies fail to deal with the texts' aesthetic appeal. It is
exactly that aspect that NLJ examines through his exacting and
subtle reading. In fact, each analysis concludes with an incisive
commentary on the way in which a particular text was wrought
artistically.
Jacobsen's life (1847-85) was uneventful and cut sadly short by
tuberculosis . He was a friend of the influential critic Georg Brandes
and joined him in his rebellion against epigonic Romanticism.
Thus, Jacobsen tends to be labeled as a Realist or Naturalist, even
though it was quite early recognized that he influenced the
Symbolists of the 1890s. Recently, some studies have maintained
that Jacobsen's ties with Romanticism were strong, and NLJ
basically concurs in that view, not least through his focusing on
Jacobsen's problematic dualism between flesh and spirit . Jacobsen's
two novels, Marie Grubbe (1876) and Niels Lyhne (1880), may
resemble the Naturalistic Entwicklungsroman, but they deviate
from that genre. The characters are hardly determined by
Darwinist biological patterns; the perception of life is not monistic;
and there is relatively little debate of social or radical ideas - in
fact, NLJ points out that Jacobsen's depiction of social reality tends
to be quite shadowy. Undoubtedly Jacobsen believed in the radical
and anti-religious theories of his age; after all he translated and
popularized Darwin, but - as Niels Lyhne shows - there is little
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glory in being an atheist. The mood that emerges from Jacobsen's
works is one of disillusionment and tension; his characters are often
lonely beings whose only knowledge is that of their mortality. Love
offers no lasting solution to that isolation, for love dies too and
leaves the individual in an existential and emotional vacuum.
It is no wonder that Jacobsen appealed to those young minds
who reacted against the Naturalists and who yearned for what they
saw, alas, as the false harmony of Romanticism. If Jacobsen had
merely been a Romanticist in Naturalistic garbs, he would hardly
have had much impact, but he offered no Romantic harmony only its agony. Few Scandinavian authors have more devastatingly shown how Romantic fantasies can lead to total alienation from life or how little salvation there was to be secured
in the new materialistic systems of thought. Consequently,
Jacobsen became a doctrine-less prophet to the fin de siecle, but
that hardly dates him; although his style at times can be ornate to
the point of the precious, his existential questioning is one that later
literature has continued with fervor.
NLJ emphasizes that point in his trenchant examination of
Jacobsen's poetry. He convincingly suggests that some texts
foreshadow the emergence of Modernism, for also in present day
poetry the basic experience is that existence and essence cannot be
integrated by the questioning mind. Similarly NLJ stresses
Jacobsen's modernity in his chapter on the short-stories and
astutely singles out the chillingly nihilistic masterpiece "The Plague
in Bergamo" and the surprisingly experimental "There Should
Have Been Roses" for analyses.
These shorter texts are perhaps Jacobsen's finest achievement.
One gains that impression from NLJ' s sophisticated and original
analyses, for although he has praise for Jacobsen's novels, he does
not hesitate to point out their artistic shortcomings. Some may be
startled by his preference of Marie Grubbe to Niels lyhne, but in
light of his argumentation one can fully concur with him. His
assessment of the protagonist of the former novel is to the point
and cuts through much critical gibberish: Marie is a dreamer, but
her penchant for imagining relationships to male partners by no
means cuts her off from reality. Actually, one could continue along
the lines suggested by NLJ and maintain that, through her dreams,
Marie learns to deal with her own nature and that, thus, she does
not succumb to a life that fails to satisfy her. NLJ is definitely right
when he asserts that Marie embodies Jacobsen's ideal of selfrealization: although she sinks socially, she is no Emma Bovary, for
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she has managed to succeed in her quest to find the man that is right
for her.
Niels Lyhne does not reach any such goal. He is attracted to
many women, but they all eventually leave him, and he emerges as
a pathetic figure who is the victim of cruel fate; thus, as NLJ claims,
the novel reads as an indictment of the human condition. It shall
readily be admitted that Niels' repeated failures seem to vouch for
such a conclusion, but why not argue that Niels can be seen as
Marie Grubbe's counterpart: she is the constructive dreamer,
whereas he is the opposite; she grows in understanding through her
dreams, while he loses himself in fantasies. Although the novel
Marie Grubbe may seem a far cry from the harmonious
Bildungsroman, its protagonist does develop and experience
fulfillment. If it can be assumed that the Bildung-tradition also
looms behind Niels lyhne, it may be suggested that the protagonist
is presented as a person who is not capable of development and
who, thus, deservedly fails. It cannot be denied that Niels lyhne is
a sad book, but it should be recalled that Jacobsen insisted that it
was not a pessimistic one. In short, to a higher degree than NLJ
acknowledges, it seems that the ideology of the Bildung-tradition is
a determining force in some of Jacobsen's major works.
The disagreement recorded above is a minor one in light of the
general excellence of this monograph. One reads it with pleasure
and excitement, for each new analysis - in fact nearly every page
- reveals fascinating insights and new facets of Jacobsen's artistry.
In spite of the fact that the Danish scholarship on Jacobsen is
comprehensive to the point of being awesome, it is obvious that
Scandinavianists may well revise their views of that author upon
consulting this laudable entry into Twayne's World Authors Series.
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FROMTHE LAND OF THE GREATLAKES:
PIONEERDAYS IN MICHIGAN
Reviewed by Marion Marzolf
By Holger Rosenstand, translated by Willard R. Garred, with
sketches by Sandra Knudsen. (Des Moines, Iowa: The Danish
Interest Conference, the Lutheran Church in America, 1981).
118 p., $5.00, paper only, postpaid from Grand View College
Bookstore, 1200 Grandview Avenue, Des Moines, Iowa
50316.
The writings by immigrants in America often are our buried
treasures, tucked away in a foreign language and unavailable to
most American readers, even those of the second and third
generation immigration families. So it is a delight to reclaim one
more of these cultural treasures, a new translation from the Danish
original of the experiences of Danish pioneer pastor Holger
Rosenstand who at age 24 came to serve as first pastor of Our
Savior's Lutheran Church in Manistee, Michigan, in 1873.
Manistee's lumber boom was attracting many new settlers then.
The pastor introduces the reader to some of them, especially the
Danes and other Scandinavians. He details the difficulties in
building a church and serving the varied Lutheran interests. But his
book covers a good deal more than his own brand of Grundtvigian
Lutheranism and local history. He relates the state's early history
and Chippewa Indian lore, discusses other religious philosophies
including the Puritans, Quakers, and Congregationalists, and takes
the reader on journeys by foot, carriage, and train throughout the
state and to Illinois, Nebraska, and Iowa in the 1870's.
He provides moving glimpses of the ruggedness of pioneer life .
Its loneliness is underscored by the enthusiasm with which the
pastor was greeted whenever he made the long trek into the woods
or to remote settlements to conduct a service or just to console a
member of his flock. Helga, the Norwegian girl who dares to leave
her family's stem pietism to join the Grundtvigian Danish Church
and find her own "happiness and peace," is introduced in a heartfelt
story told with glowing warmth.
Pastor Rosenstand liked the American melting pot which "took
people from all stocks and taught them to be Americans." He
believed there was great potential for hope and spiritual renewal in
America, but warned of the excesses in a free society - coarseness
and brutality. "In America, you must bear your own burden and
rely on your own abilities."
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Neither American democracy nor the life on the frontier
fostered the particular quality of American life that impressed the
pastor. It was the Quakers, he believed, that gave American society
"the peculiar ability to place the individual face to face with
himself." He likened the prairie to "the Quaker view of life - under
endless sky. . . with views in all directions. . . no hiding place for
anyone . . . no towering heights on which some can climb and be
superior to others. The sun which shines there is a freedom-sun,
and it is that which gives the prairie its beauty ."
Pastor Rosenstand's writing often reaches the lyrical and poetic,
and it is a tribute to the translator's skill and sensitivity that we are
able to appreciate this quality. Pastor Willard R. Garred, who
served the same Manistee congregation 70 years after Rosenstand,
has faithfully recreated the mood and spirit of the original text. He
has allowed some characteristic Danish sentence structures and
Danish-American expressions to remain, giving the text a
remoteness from the present day that charmingly reminds us of the
past century's style.
There is much in this book that will delight local historians and
immigration historians. It fills some gaps in these stories, and it
provides fascinating insight on American culture and spiritual life
as seen by one perspective observer. The book was originally
published in 1901, some time after the pastor returned to Denmark
in 1878. It is enhanced by graceful new sketches done by Sandra
Knudsen, daughter of the Reverend Beryl Knudsen of Lutheran
Memorial Church of Des Moines.
The translator has provided helpful footnotes and a preface. A
native American of Danish stock, Pastor Garred studied at Grand
View College and Grand View Seminary in Des Moines and was
ordained into the ministry of the Danish Evangelical Lutheran
Church in America in 1943. He has served congregations in
Michigan, Connecticut, Kansas, and Iowa. He retired to Des
Moines in 1980 where he is president of the Danish Interest
Conference of the Lutheran Church in America.
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The DANISH AMERICAN HERITAGE SOCIETY was
established in 1977 in order to accomplish the following:

Preserve and promote interest in Danish American traditions.
Collect, evaluate, preserve, and display records (books, pictures,
letters) as well as other artifacts pertaining to the life and culture of
Danish Americans.
Encourage Danish American expression in the arts, humanities,
and social sciences.
Promote research into the life and culture of Danish Americans and
serve as an agency through which resU:ltingstudies might be shared
and published.
Seek public and private grants or funds to further projects and
programs sponsored by the Society.
Keep members aware of events and thoughts from contemporary
Denmark.
Provide a means of communication and education for members
through a quarterly publication.
Serve as a clearinghouse and provide information on all phases of
Danish American life.
Organize local or regional chapters to encourage fellowship and to
share ideas.

